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FADE IN: 


EXT. ABOVE THE MUSEUM AND WAREHOUSE - DAY 
SUPER: "SOMETIME IN THE SECOND HALF OF THE 21ST CENTURY" 


A museum sparkles in brilliant fall sunshine. The museum 
stands next door to a romanesque-revival red-brick warehouse 
built sometime in the early twentieth century. The warehouse 
has been carefully maintained. 


Manicured gardens stand in the space between the museum and 
the warehouse. Behind the museum and the warehouse elevated 
maglev trains glide silently by. In the distance, the 
skyline of a futuristic urban utopia. 























EXT. MAGLEV TRAIN PLATFORM - DAY 


The platform is not too busy. It is clean and well- 
maintained. A train has pulled in and is busy loading and 
unloading passengers. 


A SCHOOLTEACHER guides a group of about twenty 
schoolchildren in uniforms off a train and onto the 
platform. The group is multi-ethnic, the children about 10 
or 11 years old. They look healthy and well cared-for. 


OUNIVERSITY 


























INT. AN EXHIBITION HALL IN THE MUSEUM - DAY 


The Schoolteacher escorts the group of children through an 
exhibition hall. 


The children stop in front of a replica of Jeremy Bentham's 
"Auto-Icon," which sits in a glass case. The Schoolteacher 
turns to question them. 


SCHOOLTEACHER 
Now, children, can anyone tell me who 
this is? 


A few hands go up. The schoolteacher calls one of the 
students out. 


SCHOOLTEACHER 
Maria? 


MARIA 
That's Jeremy Bentham. 




















SCHOOLTEACHER 
Very good, Maria, And can anyone tell 
us what Mr. Bentham was famous for? 
(looks through the 


group ) 
Charles? 


CHARLES 
He taught that what makes things 
right is having as much happiness as 
you can, and as little suffering as 
you can. 


SCHOOLTEACHER 
Excellent, Charles! You've 
summarized Mr. Bentham's doctrine of 
"utilitarianism." Now can anyone tell 
us how this image of Mr. Bentham was 
made? 


There is murmuring and uncertainty. 


SCHOOLTEACHER 
Well, as it happens, as a 
utilitarian, Mr. Bentham thought that 
it was right to make the very best 
use of everything we have. 


When he died, over two hundred years 
ago, most people who died were just 
buried in the ground, where they were 
not much use to anyone and took up 
valuable land. 

(brightens ) 
Mr. Bentham's idea was that our dead 
bodies could continue to be sources 
of education and inspiration to 
future generations, just like statues 
but more real. And so after he died, 
he had himself preserved and put on 
display. He called this an "auto- 
icon." 


There is a chorus of "ews" and "icks" from the assembled 
schoolchildren. 


SCHOOLTEACHER 

Now, children, don't be too upset. 
What you see here is just a replica. 
Mr. Bentham's real "auto-icon" is at 
University College in London. But... 

(grins, perhaps a 

little wickedly) 
...a little later on in this tour we 
are going to see some real "auto- 
icons." They were not made because 
they were famous writers like Mr. 
Bentham, but because they were great 
heroines who did things that make all 
your lives better and safer today. 


This time the chorus of children's reactions mixes "ews" and 
"icks" with whistles and exclamations like "cool!" 


SCHOOLTEACHER 
Let's move along now. 


The Schoolteacher ushers the children into the next gallery. 


INT./EXT. CAR - DAY 
SUPER: "CLOSE TO THE PRESENT DAY." 


A respectable but not-too-expensive car is driven by DR. 
HARI ("HARRY") LAL down a freeway at dawn. 


MONTAGE - HARRY DRIVES TO WORK 


-- The car the signals and exits at a sign marked RESEARCH 
PARK. 


-- Interior of the car. Harry drives. Harry is wearing a 
well-fitting but not bespoke suit. He looks serene. 
Tasteful baroque music plays on the car stereo system. 


-- The car turns left off an access road at a sign that 
reads OIKOS GALENOU LLC. 


INT. PARKING GARAGE - DAY 


Harry's car pulls up to an attendant's booth at the entrance 
to the garage. Harry lowers the electric window and is 
greeted by the JACK the attendant. 


JACK 
Gonna cook up some new miracles 
today. Dr. Lal? 


HARRY 
We're trying, Jack. We're trying. 


Jack raises the gate to let Harry's car in. Harry drives 
into the garage. 


Harry's car pulls into a space right next to a parking 
garage elevator. The space is marked with a sign: HARI LAL, 
M.D., Ph.D., CEO. 


INT. DR. LAL'S OFFICE - DAY 

A well-appointed executive office in an ultra-modern glass- 
and steel setting. Harry is big wearing a a white lab-coat 
over his suit. He is sitting behind his desk and reading 


something on a screen. 


The phone on Harry's desk RINGS. Harry answers it. 
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HARRY 


(into phone) 
Hari Lal here. 

(frowns ) 
No, Linda. You know I can't see 
anybody without an appointment. Did 
you get his name? 

(expression changes 

to surprise) 
Oh, that's different. Send him right 
ai, 


GEORGE ROCKE, tanned, excellently groomed, wearing a jacket 
over a polo shirt and slacks, enters. George carries 
himself like a man who expects only good things from life. 
Harry gets up to greet him. 


HARRY 
George! This is an unexpected 
pleasure. How is the real estate 
business? 


Harry and George shake hands. 
GEORGE 
The property racket has been good, 
Harry. Very, very good. 


Harry gestures for George to sit down at a small table in 
another part of his office. They sit. 


HARRY 
Not that I ever mind a visit from an 
old friend and principal investor, 
George, but... 


LINDA BAINS enters, all silent middle-aged secretarial 
professionalism. She also carries a silver coffee service, 
which she sets on the table. 


HARRY 
Thank you, Linda. 


LINDA 
Will you need anything else, Dr. Lal? 


HARRY 
No, that will be all. Please be sure 
to close the door on your way out. 














Linda leaves. George sits, silent and nonchalant, until the 
CLICK of the door closing. Then he leans forward with a 
concerned look on his face, his air of easy confidence 
dissipated. 


Harry pour coffee for George and himself as George talks. 
GEORGE 


This isn't about the investment, 
Harry. 


I'm here because...well, I've got a 
strange problem and I'm not really 
sure what to do about it. 


Harry hands George a cup of coffee on a saucer. 


George takes 
table. 


HARRY 
Oh? What kind of problem? 


a swig of coffee before putting the cup on the 


GEORGE 
We've been doing some good business 
lately, redeveloping old red-brick 
warehouses down by the riverfront. 
You know the story. You buy the 
decaying property, gut it, rebuild 
the interior with condos, shops, and 
restaurants. Tear out the rail spur 
that used to feed the place and turn 
it into a bike path. And now you've 
got an industrial-chic property right 
near downtown. Young professional 
types, they eat that shit up. Before 
you know it you're practically 
printing money. 


HARRY 
Okay, so what's the catch? 


GEORGE 

So we acquire this property, right? 
And I send in one of my engineers to 
do a preliminary survey. Ten minutes 
in I get a phone call. "Mr. Rocke, 
sir, you need to come down and see 
this." Guy sounded real shaken up. 
So I go down. 


HARRY 
And what did you see? 


GEORGE 
Right there in the main floor, there 
was...something. Something I can't 
describe, except that it was...big, 


HARRY 
Big? 


George leans 


GEORGE 

I swear to you Harry, it wasn't there 
when we signed on the place. Someone 
must have put it there. Or maybe it 
grew there or crawled into there 
or...I don't know. It was alive and 
it was moving and I can't really say 
more than that. 


HARRY 
I don't understand, George. Why come 
to me? Why not go to...animal 
control? 


GEORGE 
You don't understand. This thing is 
monstrous and I don't need the media 
circus, to say nothing of perhaps the 
fucking Environmental Protection 
Agency, coming down on me just 
because it showed up on my property. 


HARRY 
George, I... 


forward and puts a hand on Harry's shoulder. 


GEORGE 
Harry, you remember back in college? 
You were always the science genius, 
the Phi Beta Kappa guy, the guy who 
knew how to solve things and fix 
things. And I'm the guy who barely 
got a C-minus in introductory biology 
and that was with your help. 


HARRY 
Well... 


George sits back 


GEORGE 
I'm asking you for your help again 
now. 


HARRY 
I don't know, exactly... 


GEORGE 
I will also make it worth your while. 
You want to make the drugs of the 
future, right? 
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Well, I wasn't kidding when I told 
you that business was really good, 
and I can really help you, if you 
would help me. At least just take a 
look and give me some advice about 
how to handle this. 


Harry sits and sips coffee for a minute thinking matters 
over. 


HARRY 
I suppose I and some of my people 
could come out and take a look. 


GEORGE 
(happy, relieved) 
Great! That's great! One thing... 


HARRY 
Yes? 


GEORGE 
You know those spacesuit things you 
science guys sometimes wear? 


HARRY 
You mean Hazmat suits? Sure, we have 
those. Why? 


GEORGE 
You might want to wear them, just to 
be safe. 


Harry steeples his fingers, looking pensive. 


EXT. A WAREHOUSE-DISTRICT STREET - DAY 


A large van with an OIKOS GALENOU LLC logo on its side 
drives down a street in an urban district that consists 
largely of old, abandoned red-brick factories and 
warehouses. 


11. 











INT. THE VAN INTERIOR - DAY 


Harry, DR. ROSALIE QUISP, DR. JOE TUCKER, and George ride in 
the back of the van, which has cabinets of equipment and a 
small decontamination shower in its corner. 


Harry, Joe, and Rosalie are all already wearing full-body 
Hazmat suits. Rosalie is helping George with the last 
details of getting his on. 


12. 





























ROSALIE 
(over radio) 
How's that, Mr. Rocke? Breathing 
okay? 


George gestures and points and appears to be trying to say 
something. 


ROSALIE 
(over radio) 
You'll need to turn your radio mike 
on. 


Rosalie flicks a switch on the side of George's helmet 


GEORGE 
(over radio) 
Jesus! How do you people work in 
these things? 


Rosalie shrugs. 


EXT. OUTSIDE THE WAREHOUSE - DAY 


The van pulls up besides the loading dock of an old brick 
warehouse, all of its windows either boarded up or blacked 
out. The back door opens, and George, Harry, Joe, and 
Rosalie, all in their hazmat suits, pile out. 


13. 


Joe goes up an old loading-dock door and yanks on it, 
GRUNTING and straining. After some effort the door slides 
open with a SQUEAL. 











HARRY 
(over radio) 
Good work, Joe. So let's go take a 
look. 


The four file through the door. 


INT. INSIDE THE WAREHOUSE - DAY 


The warehouse interior is dark. It is all murky shadows and 
nothing can be seen distinctly. 


JOE 
(over radio) 
Clear as mud. 


GEORGE 
(over radio) 
We put in a master switch over here 
by the door. 


An ECOHING CHONK as George throws the master switch. Bright 
white lights, recently installed, illuminate the warehouse 
interior. 


14. 


Amidst waste and rubble the Gyonpage is suddenly visible. 
The Gynophage is a monster shaped like a squat amphora 
without handles, about ten feet in diameter and twelve feet 
tall. The mouth of the "amphora" is a feeding siphon. 


Many long tentacles project out from the Gyonphage's body. 
There end in "grabbers," "eyes," "mouths," "claws," and 
phallic-like structures. 


As Harry's group enters, the Gynophage's feeding siphon 
stands up, and its tentacles begin to stir and wave around. 


There is a round of GASPS and EXCITED UTTERANCES from Joe, 
Rosalie, and Harry. 
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HARRY 


(over radio) 
I can see why you had trouble 
describing this in my office, George. 


Harry steps forward to about the outer reach of the 
Gynophage's tentacles. 


An eye-tentacle moves forward slowly and stares at Harry 
though Harry's suit's faceplate. The tentacle rests dead 
still as the eye watches Harry. 
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HARRY 
(over radio) 
Amazing...absolutely amazing. 


Rosalie steps forward, a bit hesitantly, putting her hand on 
Harry's arm as if to pull him back a bit. 


ROSALIE 
(over radio) 
Dr. Lal, are you sure... 


As soon as Rosalie's voice is heard over the radio, four 
tentacles shoot forward -- two eyes and two "mouth" 
tentacles. Rosalie is beyond their reach, so the stop short 
of her. 


Rosalie flinches and GASPS. The tentacles "eyes" continue 
to watch her, the "mouths" hovering as near to her as they 
can get. These tentacles are not still, but waving and 
occasionally straining forth, as if conveying excitement. 
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JOE 


(over radio) 
It seems eager to meet new people, 
whatever it is. 


GEORGE 
(over radio) 
I suppose you think this might call 
for more investment, Harry? 
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Harry partway turns, looking over his shoulder at George. 


HARRY 
(over radio) 
Speaking as a scientist, George, I 
would say that there is nothing on 
earth like...this. Who knows what 
sort of exotic biochemistry we might 
be dealing with here? 


Harry turns back and gazes up at the Gynophage. 


HARRY 
(over radio) 
Speaking as a businessman, I'd say 
the potential for profitable 
discoveries might be...unlimited. 


MONTAGE - FROM INDUSTRIAL RUIN TO HIGH-TECH LAB 


- Exterior view the warehouse, now surrounded in plastic 
sheeting. 

















- Interior of the warehouse. Many of the boarded-up windows 
have been replaced. Some natural light filters down. A 
tent has been erected over the Gynophage. Two heavily armed 
guards in protective gear and masks stand outside the tent. 


17. 











- Workers in protective gear cleaning up debris inside the 
warehouse. 





- Workers in protective gear installing a new catwalk. The 
warehouse is now much cleaned up and looks "high tech" 
inside. 














- View inside the warehouse, now a clean, high-tech 
facility. Rosalie, wearing a standard white lab coat and no 
protective gear. stands just out of reach of waving 
tentacles, noting something on a clipboard. 
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- The Gynophage intently watches Rosalie at work through one 
of it eye tentacles. 











INT. A COLLEGE SEMINAR ROOM - DAY 


PROFESSOR LEE and about twelve undergraduates sit around a 
massive wooden table in a college room that bespeaks 
generations of wealthy alumni. The walls are mostly lined 
with old books in glass cases. 


A seminar is in progress. On a blackboard behind Professor 
Lee are written the words MORTALITY AND MORALITY, WEEK 5. 
Student books and papers cover the massive table. 


Professor Lee sits sphinxlike at the head of the table. 
Across from each other at the middle are LUCY CHEN TU 
("TOOZIE") and CHAD. MIRANDA sits next to Toozie. Chad is 
wrapping up a student presentation. 


20. 
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CHAD 
So we should conclude that if human 
life is a fundamental moral value, a 
sacrifice of human life, even if 
undertaken with the noble purpose of 
saving other lives, cannot be 
countenanced by a just society. 
Thank you. 


There is a round of brief and polite applause from the 
undergraduates. Professor Lee nods at Chad. 


PROFESSOR LEE 
Excellent presentation, Chad. 
(turning to Toozie) 
Toozie, you are this week's 
respondent. How do you respond? 


TOOZIE 

Thank you, Professor Lee 

(clears throat 

delicately) 
There's a great deal I found rather 
abstract in Chad's presentation. 
Rather than try to rebut some of his 
theses directly, I think I might best 
be able to respond by offering a 
series of thought experiments. 











PROFESSOR LEE 


Please do. 


TOOZIE 
Scenario One: A terrorist has taken 
this entire freshman seminar hostage. 


There is a round of nervous giggles at Toozie's premise. 


TOOZIE 

He's standing there with his gun and 
he tells you in a voice that makes it 
clear that he really, really means 
it, that if no one volunteers to 
cross Coal Road and come back that he 
will execute everyone in the seminar. 

(looks pointedly at 

Chad ) 
So Chad, would you volunteer? 


22. 














CHAD 
Just to go across Coal Road and back? 
sure. 


TOOZIE 
Pretty easy, except that you know 
that there is at least some risk you 
will be killed by a careless driver. 


CHAD 
I'd say the risk is less than small. 


PROFESSOR LEE 
But if I may intervene for just a 
moment, certainly real. Just three 
years ago, at the Main Street 
crossing, poor Professor Morris lost 
his life in exactly that way. 


There is a moment of awkward silence. 


TOOZIE 
I'm sorry, Professor, I didn't 
mean... 


PROFESSOR LEE 
No, please go on. 


TOOZIE 
Chad? 


23. 


CHAD 
Sure. I'd cross the road. 


TOOZIE 
Okay. Scenario Two: Just like 
Scenario One except that this time 
the terrorist hands you a revolver. 


FANTASY VERSION OF THE CLASSROOM 


Action follows Toozie's narration of her scenario. Everyone 
has their hands on heads, watched over by subordinate 
terrorists. The TERRORIST hands Chad a revolver. 


TOOZIE (V.O.) 
One chamber out of six is loaded, but 
you don't know which one. Let's 
assume further that our terrorist has 
well-armed confederates who have the 
drop on you so doing a macho-man 
stunt like, shooting him and rescuing 
everyone is out of the question. He 
demands that you play one round of 
Russian Roulette by spinning the 
cylinder, putting the revolver to 
your head, and pulling the trigger. 


Chad spins the cylinder and puts the revolver to his own 
head. 


TOOZIE (V.O.) 
If you don't, he'll kill everyone 
else in the seminar. If you give in, 
he lets everyone go. 


BACK TO SCENE 


TOOZIE 
Assume further you know that he is 
telling the truth -- perhaps he is a 
world-famous terrorist who does this 
all the time and always keeps his 
word. Would you do it? 


CHAD 
Um... 


TOOZIE 
I'll take the burden off you. 
Suppose that he gives me the revolver 
and demands that I play the round of 
Russian Roulette. 


24. 


Do I have the right to spin the 
cylinder and pull the trigger? 


CHAD 
It seems pretty marginal to me. 


TOOZIE 
It doesn't to me. I would hope I 
could find in myself the courage to 
do exactly that. 


MIRANDA 
Toozie! 


PROFESSOR LEE 
Interesting. Just out of curiosity 
let's see a show of hands. Who here 
thinks Toozie would have the right to 
pull that trigger? 


Most of the seminar, Chad excluded, raise their hands. 


TOOZIE 
Now suppose we have cases where we 
add more and more bullets to the 
revolver. Two bullets -- still play 
the game? Three? Or what about six? 


CHAD 
Look, even if I were to concede that 
you had a right to play the game with 
one bullet -- which I don't, but I 
guess many people don't agree with 
me -- six is just plain suicide. 


TOOZIE 
Where does the magic happen, Chad? 
Between Coal Road and one bullet? At 
two bullets? Three? 


CHAD 
I find this math game inappropriate. 


TOOZIE 
That's a cop-out. 


CHAD 
Your life does not belong to you to 
throw away. 


TOOZIE 
I submit my life is not the sort of 
thing capable of belonging to anyone. 


EXT. THE CAMPUS - LATER 


Toozie and Miranda are walking along a path on campus. It 
is a beautiful Indian summer day, warm and sunny but with 
trees in a blaze of colors. Students in the background are 
dressed accordingly. 














MIRANDA 
Quite a throwdown you had with Chad 
there. 

TOOZIE 


Well, Miranda, he's religious and 
all. Not that he's so bad, but... 


MIRANDA 
Professor Lee looks at you like 
you're future philosophy talent. 


TOOZIE 
I don't know. A lot of philosophy 
from Plato and his cave onward seems 
just to be a contest to see who can 
come up with the most compelling 
piece of fiction. 


They walk in silence for a few steps. 
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MIRANDA 
Do you think you'd really pull the 
trigger on yourself? 


TOOZIE 
I don't know. Do you think it would 
make a compelling story? 


Miranda half-snorts, half-laughs in response to Toozie. 
MIRANDA 


Do you think you might go to the 
kegger at Quincy Hall tonight? 


TOOZIE 
Oh, I don't know. I have reading to 
do. 

MIRANDA 


Lot of hunky guys there. 


TOOZIE 
Yeah. Who want to bed an Asian girl 
because they think they won't have to 
try too hard. 


MIRANDA 
Cynic! 


TOOZIE 
Seriously, a frat-boy trying to have 
sex makes me think of an orangutan 
trying to play the violin. 


INT. WAREHOUSE CONFERENCE ROOM - DAY 


This room is situated such that it has windows that look 
down on the warehouse floor where the Gynophage lives. At 
one end there is a high-resolution video screen. 


Harry, Joe, and ERNIE ALBERTSON sit at a chrome conference 
table while Rosalie. stands next to the video screen with a 
pointer/clicker device. 


27. 




















HARRY 
So what do we know, Dr. Quisp? 


ROSALIE 
Well, the biochemistry is nothing 
special. The creature has 
chromosomes with DNA, uses RNA in the 
synthesis of proteins, makes use of 
many of the same chemicals 
invertebrate animal species use. 
Oxygen transport through its 
circulatory system appears to be 
mostly performed by hemocyanin rather 
than hemoglobin, which would make 
this creature seem to be related, if 
very distantly, to squids and 
octopuses. 


Rosalie clicks on her device. On the screen appears a sort 
of animated cutaway showing food moving through the 
creature's top siphon into a stomach. 


ROSALIE 
The gross anatomy of this creature is 
bizarre, though, as if some latter- 
day Frankenstein stitched it all 
together as some sort of prank. The 
top siphon serves as a breathing and 
feeding organ leading to a simple 
stomach. 


28. 

















Geometric shapes move down the animated siphon. 


ROSALIE 
The stomach contains various internal 
organs of manipulation, almost an 
internal mirror image of the 
tentacles it has on its outside. 
After some experimentation we 
discovered that the creature seems to 
have a preferred diet of live animal 
protein. 


HARRY 
Live? 


ROSALIE 
It seems to especially like eating 
whole goats, Dr. Lal. Fortunately 
for the company, goats are cheap. 


Rosalie turns to the screen and clicks. 


ROSALIE 
The brain is a toroidal structure 
that surrounds the lower end of the 
feeding siphon. It's probably at 
least ten times the mass of a human 
brain. 


The brain appears on the screen, a giant doughnut around the 
siphon inside Gynophage. 
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ROSALIE 
We're not really sure what the 
creature needs all those neurons for. 


Rosalie clicks again. A graphic appears on the screen 
showing the ends of five kinds of tentacles: "Grabber," 
"Mouth," "Eye." "Claw," and "Phallus." 





MOUTH 








GRABBER PHALLOI 








ROSALIE 
The external tentacles are remarkably 
sophisticated structures, arranged in 
pentagonal patterns at nine sites 
around the creature's body, for forty 
five tentacles in all. The ones we 
designate "eyes" and "mouths" appear 
to contain various sensory organs. 
The grabbers allow the creature to 
manipulate objects in its 
environment, and the "claws" probably 
have a defensive purpose. The last 
category, which for want of a better 
term we are calling phalloi, are 
mysterious as to exact function. 


JOE 
(half under his 
breath) 
I could imagine a function... 


HARRY 
(snapping ) 
Keep it professional, Joe. 
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JOE 
Sorry, Dr. Lal. 
(turning toward 
Rosalie) 
You were saying, Dr. Quisp? 


ROSALIE 
But the most mysterious anatomical 
feature at all are broad bands on 
neuromuscular tissue located beneath 
and around the brain. 


Rosalie clicks to animation showing this. 


ROSALIE 
These tissues are in many ways 
Similar to those found in electric 
fish, but they have some properties 
never before seen in the natural 
world. These are why I invited Dr. 
Albertson to join this presentation. 
Ernie? 


Ernie gets up and takes the place of Rosalie as well as her 
pointer ticker. Rosalie sits down. Ernie clicks to an 
animation of flashing and throbbing tissues inside the 
creature. 
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ERNIE 
The thing is, the creature is 
generating a frequently repeated 
Signal consisting of what analysis 
shows to be packets of binary 
information conveyed via a modulating 
and demodulating carrier wave ata 
consistent frequency of two-point- 
four gigahertz. Do you realize what 
this means? 


HARRY 
I'm a doctor, Ernie, not an 
electrical engineer. 


ERNIE 

Well, I'm not sure exactly how to say 
this, Dr. Lal, so I guess I'll just 
say it. 

(looks at his shoes 

for a second) 
The Creature is trying to connect to 
WiFi. 


INT. DORMITORY HALLWAY - NIGHT 
The hallway is empty and quiet. Toozie, in stocking feet 
and wearing a big oversize sweatshirt with pockets, pads 


down the hallway and knocks on one of the doors. 


The door opens. It is Miranda, who breaks into a smile on 
seeing Toozie. 


32. 
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MIRANDA 
Oh». “hit 


TOOZIE 
Mind if I come in? 


MIRANDA 
I'd love to have you come in. 


Toozie goes in. 


INT. MIRANDA'S DORM ROOM - NIGHT 


Miranda sits on her bed, Toozie sits at the desk. 
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TOOZIE 
Thanksgiving sorta sucks when you 
have to stay at college. 


MIRANDA 
Everyone goes home and the dining 
halls close, as does everything else. 


TOOZIE 
And I was hungry and lonely and 
thought you might be as well, so I 
came by and brought what food I 
could. 


Toozie reaches into her sweatshirt pocket and pulls out two 
sardine cans, which she hands to Miranda to inspect. 


MIRANDA 
What is this, Toozie? 


TOOZIE 
Fish of some kind, beyond that I 
don't know. 


MIRANDA 
What language is this label printed 
in? 

TOOZIE 


I'm afraid I don't know that either. 
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Miranda laughs. 


MIRANDA 
Well, it's protein anyway. Look... 


Miranda takes down a can of some kind and a hot pot froma 
shelf. 


MIRANDA 
I have one can of soup, and I have 
some crackers which I hope aren't too 
stale, and we can pool our resources 
and have our own little thanksgiving 
dinner. 


TOOZIE 
Sounds good to me. 


MIRANDA 
I'll fetch what's necessary. 


The women speak as the action goes on: Miranda fetches two 
bowels and spoons and a box of crackers. She plugs in the 
hot pot, pops the lid off the can of soup, and pour it in to 
heat. 


TOOZIE 
So why didn't you go home like 
everyone else? 


MIRANDA 
Scholarship student. My financial 
aid only pays for two trips home a 
year, and I'd rather go home at 
Christmas. You? 


TOOZIE 
Well, I... 
(contemplates for a 
moment ) 
I don't have parents to go home to. 
They died in a car accident when I 
was twelve. 


Miranda stops her preparations, shocked, genuinely 
sympathetic. 


MIRANDA 
Oh, Toozie, I didn't know! I'm so 
SOLLY ses 


35. 


TOOZIE 
It was hard, but for me it's just 
something I've grown to accept. And 
I suppose at least now the loss of my 
parents is over. It's not something 
I ever have to spend time dreading. 


MIRANDA 
Still, that's terrible. 
TOOZIE 
I get to spend my Thanksgiving with 


you. 


Miranda looks deeply moved, and almost as if she is about to 


cry. 


Toozie pulls 


TOOZIE 
After Mama and Baba died I was 
brought up by an aunt and uncle who I 
don't think liked me very much. 
Enough was left from my parents' 
estate to pay for my schooling, so 
aunt and uncle packed me off to 
boarding school and I didn't see very 
much of them. 


MIRANDA 
That's really sad. 


TOOZIE 
The point is, I guess, that I don't 
really feel like going "home." I 
have plenty of studying to do. 


a lid off one of the cans of fish, sniffs it. 


TOOZIE 
Lt 134<.tisn? 
(looks up at Miranda) 
Do you want to know something, 
Miranda? 


MIRANDA 
Yes, sure. 


TOOZIE 
This might be a very meager and 
humble meal, had by us in this big 
empty lonely dorm on a dark November 
night and yet...this is the first 
Thanksgiving in a long time when I've 
actually felt thankful for something. 
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MIRANDA 
Oh, Toozie. 


Miranda gives Toozie a big hug. 


INT. ROSALIE'S APARTMENT - NIGHT 


Sound of a lock TURNING. Rosalie enters her apartment and 
turns on the light. She is dressed as she was in the 
previous scene. 


The apartment is an efficiency, neat and spare almost to the 
point of being monastic. That the apartment is on a high 
floor can be seen by a nighttime cityscape stretching far 
away through the uncurtained windows. 


TWEEDLING from Rosalie's handbag. Rosalie pulls out a phone 
and looks at the screen. 





ROSALIE 
Spam. 
(shakes her head) 
Always, always spam. 


Rosalie puts her bag and phone down on the kitchen alcove's 
counter, goes to the freezer and takes out a single-serving 
reduced-calorie meal which she puts in a microwave. She 
then puts on a tea-kettle. 
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Rosalie's phone RINGS. She picks it up quickly, almost 
lunging for it. 


INTERCUT - PHONE CONVERSATION 


(Note: This conversation takes place between Rosalie and 
Harry. Harry is calling from the study in his home, which 
should be the study of a successful and scholarly man, if 
not (yet) a very rich one. Harry has a drink of some kind.) 


ROSALIE 
Hello? 


HARRY 
Rosalie? Hi, it's Harry. I'm sorry 
to call so late. Is now an good time 
to talk? 











ROSALIE 
Sure, Harry. I'm not doing anything. 


HARRY 
Listen, Rosalie, I'm sort of troubled 
and wanted your advice. About this 
Creature Wi-Fi business... 


ROSALIE 
You want my opinion on whether we 
should let it connect. 
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HARRY 
Yes. I mean, there's an ethical 
issue here. It might seem weird to 
wonder, but what if it wants to take 
over the world? 


ROSALIE 
Seriously, Harry? 


HARRY 
Well, there's that. But also I get 
the sense that the investors are 
beginning to get a little restless 
with how much time and money we've 
spent on this Creature project. 


ROSALIE 
Yes? 


HARRY 
It's not really part our remit to 
discover new intelligences. Our 
continuing mission is to seek out 
strange new drugs and then charge 
people for them. 


ROSALIE 
If you ask me Harry, if you discover 
any intelligence here at all you'll 
be on the road to incredible 
discoveries. Maybe it's just my 
intuition... 


HARRY 
I trust your intuition. Someone's 
going to have monitor this thing's 
communications, though 


ROSALIE 
If you want a volunteer for the job, 
I'll say yes. 


HARRY 
It might mean a lot of extra hours. 


ROSALIE 
So I'll move into the lab if I have 
to. It will be just like graduate 
school. 


HARRY 
Alright. See you there tomorrow 
then. 
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ROSALIE 
Bye, Harry. 
BACK TO SCENE 


A WHISTLE of the tea-kettle. 


INT. ROSALIE'S APARTMENT - LATER 


The apartment is largely dark. Rosalie sips from her cup of 
tea while staring out the window into the night. 





INT. A COLLEGE DINING HALL - DAY 


Toozie with her tray full of food joins Miranda and SHERMAN 
who are eating at a small table in the hall. Toozie has a 
reproduction pulp magazine under her arm which she places on 
the table. 
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SHERMAN 
Hi, Toozie, 

TOOZIE 
Hi, guys. 

SHERMAN 


(gesturing with his 
fork at Toozie's 
plate) 

What are you eating? 


TOOZIE 
Vegetable stew. Chick peas, 
potatoes, carrots. Actually very 
tasty. 


MIRANDA 
Praise Ephraim College Food Service 
for providing a vegan option. 


SHERMAN 
Can't get into that myself. 


TOOZIE 
So when our alien overlords conquer 
us you won't object when they start 
raising you and your descendants for 
meat? 
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SHERMAN 
Uh, maybe I could just go vegetarian? 


Miranda cups her hands under her breasts. 


MIRANDA 
So it would be better if they just 
raised us for milk? 


All laugh, though Sherman seems a little embarrassed. 


SHERMAN 
(gesturing at 
Toozie's magazine) 
Say, that's not an original, is it? 


TOOZIE 
No way I could ever afford an 
original. It's a reproduction. 


SHERMAN 
Mind if I look? 


TOOZIE 
Help yourself. 


Sherman picks up the magazine. He looks through it. The 
cover is clearly visible, showing the magazine title TALES 
OF SHOCKING HORROR! The cover painting shows a nude girl in 
a tube being experimented on by a mad scientist. 
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MIRANDA 
What do you see in that icky stuff, 
Toozie? 

TOOZIE 


I'm entertained by it. And I'm also 
thinking of making it the subject of 
a senior honors thesis. 


MIRANDA 
Seriously? 


TOOZIE 
You know the American horror writer 
Thomas Ligotti? He once famously 
remarked that "Literature is 
entertainment or it is nothing." I 
want to write a thesis arguing for a 
an aesthetic re-evaluation of the so- 
called weird menace fiction of the 
1930s. 


MIRANDA 
But why does anyone find it 
entertaining? 


TOOZIE 
Let's face it, human life itself is a 
horror story. Everybody dies in the 
end, and along the way there's lots 
of suffering. But it's a dreary 
horror story. Everybody dies, but 
usually when they're old and feeble 
and largely forgotten-about in some 
home somewhere. Or stupidly and for 
no reason in a traffic accident. 


MIRANDA 
Whereas in these stories? 


DISSOLVE TO: 


TOOZIE'S VISION - HERSELF AS MAD SCIENCE VICTIM 
(Note: this scene is silent save for Toozie's V.O.) 


In a dungeon-like environment, Toozie is trapped ina 
transparent tube made of sections held together by bolted 
rings. She is naked, but the tube's rings are positioned 
such that her nipples and pubic area are obscured. 
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A satanic-looking mad scientist in a Howie coat is reaching 
for a large electrical switch with a black, rubber-gloved 
hand. 
































TOOZIE (V.O.) 
Whereas in these pulp stories, death 
and suffering are part of an 
adventure and an eroticized 


spectacle. 


The mad scientist throws the switch. Blue bolts of energy 
surge over Toozie's body. She screams (silently). 


BACK TO SCENE 


MIRANDA 
So I suppose you agree with Edgar 
Allan Poe: "The death of a beautiful 
woman is unquestionably the most 
poetical topic in the world." 


TOOZIE 
I suppose I do at that. The thing 
is, these "horrible" stories take an 
unacceptable reality and reflect it 
back to us in a way that is actually 
enjoyable to the reader. 


Sherman puts the magazine back on the table. 
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SHERMAN 

Stories don't track reality. 
TOOZIE 

What? 
SHERMAN 


All stories are false simply by 
virtue of being stories. 


MIRANDA 
Oh, come on! 


SHERMAN 
I'm serious. What makes a story a 
story, as opposed to merely a 
descriptive list of events, one of 
which follows the others? 


TOOZIE 
Beats me, Sherman. 


SHERMAN 
What makes a story a story is that it 
seems plausible to its listeners as 
an account of characters with 
motivations of a certain kind. But 
our sense of what's plausible doesn't 
itself track reality. It's just a 
piece of folk psychology, no more a 
realistic guide to why people do what 
the do than folk physics is a 
reasonable guide to piloting a rocket 
ship. What makes a story a story is 
a false theory about the world. 


MIRANDA 
I don't get it. 


SHERMAN 
You know the old saw that "truth is 
stranger than fiction?" Well, 
there's a reason that that's so. 
Fiction needs to be plausible or no 
one will read it. But reality 
doesn't care whether it's acting 
plausibly or not. It just rolls 
along as it does, uncoiling in 
accordance with the second law of 
thermodynamics, toward the heat death 
of the universe. 
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MIRANDA 
What a cheerful world view you have! 


TOOZIE 
Should I care about whether the 
stories are true, so long as they are 
entertaining? 


MIRANDA 
Speaking of entertaining, we're not 
letting all this intellectual stuff 
get in the way of going to this 
evening's Film Society Cheesefest, 
are we? 


SHERMAN 
Oh, hell no. 


TOOZIE 
Most definitely not. 
INT. A COLLEGE AUDITORIUM - NIGHT 


Toozie, Miranda, and Sherman are sitting in the darkness 
watching a movie being projected. 
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THE MOVIE SCREEN 


The movie is a 1950s style black-and-white monster film. A 
buxom woman in a one-piece swimsuit, diving mask, and fins 
is trying to swim away from a giant octopus that is wrapping 
its tentacles around her and trying to drag her down. 


) 
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The woman's struggles with the hungry (or horny?) octopus 
are intercut with shots of a man in full scuba gear and a 
wetsuit swimming, implied toward her, with his spear gun. 


CLOSE-UP ON SCREEN 


A little rip appears in the woman's swimsuit, exposing a bit 
of cleavage. 





BACK TO SCENE 
Toozie GASPS. 
TOOZIE 
I have to leave for just a little 


while. 


Toozie gets up and leaves hurriedly. 
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INT. AUDITORIUM LOBBY - NIGHT 


Toozie, Miranda and Sherman are among many other students 
leaving the showing of the movie. On the wall is 1950s- 

style poster advertising PERIL IN THE DEEP by showing the 
buxom heroine of the movie menaced by fish-men. 


MIRANDA 
Are you all right, Toozie? 
SHERMAN 
You had to run out so quickly. 
TOOZIE 
I'm fine. 
(grins ) 


I'm better than fine. 


MIRANDA 
Let's take a shot to remember 
Cheesefest by. 


The three friends line up in front of the movie poster. 
Miranda holds out her mobile phone and snaps a SELFIE of the 
three. 
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INSERT - SELFIE 











INT. TOOZIE'S DORMITORY ROOM - NIGHT 


Toozie is sitting cross-legged on her bed in panties and a 
t-shirt advertising the OKLAHOMA ROTO-ROOTER MASSACRE. She 
is searching for something on her laptop. The room is dark, 
illuminated only by the light of the computer's screen. 
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THE SCREEN 


Toozie types in "damsel in distress" as a search term, then 
flips across several pages, finally landing on one that 
reads WARNING: VORE! MANY VIEWERS WILL FIND THIS MATERIAL 
OFFENSIVE. 


There are two radio buttons on the screen: OKAY and GET ME 
OUT OF HERE. Toozie mouses over and clicks on OKAY. 


A swift parade of vore images across the screen, probably 
too quick to be readily seen. Toozie finally settles on an 
image of an anime girl being swallowed whole by a dragon. 
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BACK TO SCENE 


Toozie's face, lit by the screen, studies the image 
intently. 


Toozie the closes the laptop and gets under the covers of 
her bed. She moves in a manner suggestive of lowering her 
panties and then masturbating. 


Toozie's mouth drops open, her eyes close, as she begins 
pleasuring herself. She MOANS softly. 
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EXT. WAREHOUSE DISTRICT STREETS/OUTSIDE WAREHOUSE - NIGHT 


Rosalie drives her car, a battered little compact, toa 
space near the warehouse and parks. She exits and 
approaches a security booth by an external door. 


The security booth consists of a guard, FRED, behind 
bulletproof glass. Security cameras watch over the scene. 
Rosalie presses a button to address Fred over the intercom. 
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FRED 
(over intercom) 
You're in really early this morning, 
Dr. Quisp. 


ROSALIE 
Yes, well, I'm planning on having a 
long day. Special project. 


FRED 
(over intercom) 
Okay, go on in. 


Fred presses a button. There is a BUZZ as the door into the 
warehouse unlocks. Rosalie enters. 


INT. THE MAIN WAREHOUSE SPACE - NIGHT 


Rosalie approaches the Gynophage. Its tentacles stir as she 
approaches. Eye mouth and grabber tentacles approach but do 
not come closer to her than about eighteen inches. Rosalie 
addresses the Gynophage. 
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ROSALIE 
I imagine you've been bored. 


The tentacles stir and approach slightly. The eye tentacles 
blink. 


ROSALIE 
But we're going to try something 
today that I think you're going to 
enjoy. 


INT. CONTROL ROOM - DAY 


Rosalie, Ernie, and Joe are in the control room, a room 
located above the main warehouse space. On one wall are 
windows looking down at the space, on the other three 
control panels and high-definition monitors. 


Wheeled office chairs allow people to move around the room. 


ERNIE 
Okay, so let's review. We have a 
number of safety features here. One 
is that while the creature can look 
at the actual Internet, anything it 
tries to upload will be stored ina 
virtual net disconnected from the 
net. 
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That should keep it from uploading 
viruses, hacking into the Strategic 
Air Command, or whatever. 


JOE 
You can hack into the Strategic Air 
Command? 

ERNIE 


How badly do you want to find out? 
(raises an eyebrow) 

The second takes advantage of the 

fact that we live in the physical 

world. The junction between the 

Creature and the rest of the world is 

this. 


Ernie holds up two ends of ethernet cable. One ends ina 
simple connector, the other in a multi-port switch. 

















ERNIE 
If the creature ever starts doing 
something we don't like, we just pull 
the plug. A simple, elegant solution 
to a big, complex problem. 


ROSALIE 
Certainly one that everyone can 
understand. 
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ERNIE 
So are we ready? 

JOE 
Yes. 

ROSALIE 
Yes. 

ERNIE 


Then here we go. 
Ernie plugs the unattached ethernet cable into the junction. 
There is a moment of silence. 


JOE 
Is something supposed to happen? 


ERNIE 
Maybe it's taking a nap. 


More silence. Rosalie bites her lip. 
JOE 
Or maybe our creature friend isn't as 
bright as some think. 


More seconds tick by. 


JOE 
What a waste of effort. 


ERNIE 
I need to check the software. Let's 
disconnect first. 
Ernie reaches for the joined ethernet cables. 
Rosalie looks through the windows at the creature. 
ROSALIE 
(under her breath) 
C'mon, don't disappoint us. 
Ernie is about to break the connection when there is a PING! 


Ernie scoots to one of the monitors. 


ERNIE 
It has made a connection. 
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A page of Internet information appears on one of the 


monitors. Then on another. Then another 
ROSALIE 
It's looking at things...it's curious 
about us. 


The speed of pages flashing by on the monitors grows ever 
faster throughout the scene. 





Ernie is looking at a black screen full of text scrolling 
by. 


ERNIE 

It's looking at scientific and 
technical information...anatomy, 
physiology, biochemistry. 

(frowns ) 
Wait...not only that. It's also 
downloaded a couple of classic 
novels...news, articles on history. 
We have one curious beast here. 


JOE 
Any porn? 


ERNIE 
What? 
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JOE 
Because there's this Japanese anime 
thing that I could imagine it being 


ENO 4 as 
ROSALIE 
(in a tone of sharp 
reproof ) 
Joe! 
JOE 


(hands up ina 
gesture of mock 
surrender ) 

Sorry...just asking questions... 


Rosalie walks around the room gazing at the monitors with an 
expression of wonder. Then she looks out the window down at 
the Gynophage. 























ACROSS THE WAREHOUSE SPACE 


The Gynophage's main siphon is standing straight up, and all 
its tentacles are waving in the air at full extension. 
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INT. HIGH TECH CONFERENCE ROOM - DAY 


Harry sits on one side of the table, facing Rosalie, Joe, 
and Ernie. Harry is leafing through a dossier and looking 
generally displeased. 


HARRY 
And so over the last month this 
creature has downloaded terabytes 
worth of information off the 
Internet... 


ERNIE 
There's some evidence that it is 
"listening in" on terrestrial radio 


as well. 

HARRY 
Any independent evidence of 
intelligence? 

ROSALIE 
Certainly... 

JOE 
Of a sort. 

HARRY 
Such as? 

ERNIE 


It's been uploading material into our 
virtual space. For example, it seems 
to have somehow produced a sound file 
that resembles a radio show. 


HARRY 
Really? 


Rosalie clicks something. On a video screen at the end of 
the table appears an oscilloscope-like graphic that moves as 
the voice below plays 


RADIO SHOW VOICE 
...all these immigrants pouring into 
the country, taking jobs away from 
real Americans, spreading their 
diseases, and the libtards in 
Washington don't want to do anything 
to protect your rights. 
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Now, I'm not advocating any violence 
here, but the Founding Fathers in 
their wisdom gave us the Second 
Amendment for a reason... 


Harry makes a throat-cutting gesture. Rosalie promptly 
clicks the radio show off. 


Harry raises 


HARRY 
So we've spent how much money to 
create a new right-wing radio host? 


ERNIE 
The creature has also uploaded a text 
into virtual space. 


an eyebrow. 


ERNIE 
It's a four hundred and fifty 
thousand word defense of the thesis 
that William Shakespeare wrote the 
New Testament. 


ROSALIE 
And there's the graphic novel it sent 
us. 


HARRY 
(looking down at his 
dossier ) 
I don't see anything about that here. 


ROSALIE 
We thought you might find it 
distasteful. 

JOE 
"Vore University." The touching 


story of a group of coeds who enroll 
in a program in which they are 
socialized into wanting to be meat. 


Harry sighs and closes his dossier. 


HARRY 
Lady and gentlemen, we're a drug 
company. We don't do animal 
psychology research here. 


ROSALIE 
If this is about the government... 
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HARRY 
I realize the government wants this 
creature, but it was found on company 
property and our lawyers can tie them 
up for years if we need to. No, the 
issue is our investors, who are 
getting increasingly anxious about 
how much this project costs. So we 
have to shut down. The creature goes 
to the government, who are interested 
in it. 


ROSALIE 
(alarmed) 
Who will do what with him? 


HARRY 
Military weapons research, most 
likely. It won't be our problem any 
more. 


ROSALIE 
But Harry... 


HARRY 
(firmly) 
The decision has been made, Dr. 
Quisp. 
(looking up toward 
Ernie and Joe) 
Gentlemen. 


Ernie, Joe, and Rosalie rise and begin to file out of the 
conference room. 


HARRY 
Dr. Quisp, a word with you please. 


Rosalie turns to face Harry. 
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HARRY 
Rosalie, I want you to know that you 
weren't wrong to advocate for this 
project. It's just that sometimes 
things don't work out. Everything 
here costs money, and we need to 
respect the wishes of those whose 
money it is. Otherwise, there is no 
OIKOS GALENOU L-L-C. 


ROSALIE 
I understand. 


HARRY 
I want you to know that even if it 
didn't work out, my trust in you is 
unimpaired. 


ROSALIE 
Thank you. 


HARRY 
Take the weekend off. Do some self- 
care, and we'll see you back in the 
lab on Monday, okay? 


ROSALIE 
Yes, Dr. Lal. 
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INT. SECURITY ROOM - NIGHT 


SAM, a burly uniformed security guard with a gun strapped to 
his waist, sits at a console full of video monitors. He is 
reading a men's magazine. A clock in the background reads a 
little after two. 


There is a KNOCK on a door behind him. 


SAM 
Come on in, Dr. Quisp. 


Dr. Quisp steps in. 


ROSALIE 
How'd you know it was me, Sam? 


SAM 
(gestures at his 
monitors) 
I am Samuel the all-seeing. And what 
can I do for you this fine early 
morning, ma'am? 


ROSALIE 
I was going to put on another pot of 
coffee, was wondering if you wanted a 
cup. 


SAM 
Well, thank you, Dr. Quisp. I 
certainly would. 


ROSALIE 
Black with two sugars, right? 


SHOT - COFFEE 
In another room, Rosalie pours a cup of coffee, adds lumps 


of sugar, then something out of small medicine bottle with 
an eyedropper, then stirs. 
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INT. SECURITY ROOM - A LITTLE LATER 


Rosalie hands the coffee to Sam. 














SAM 
Thanks, Dr. Quisp. 
(takes a small sip) 
Say, I hear they're shutting us down. 
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ROSALIE 
I'm afraid so, Sam. Monday the 
creature goes to the government. 


SAM 
Can't say I'll miss it much. 
(looks at monitor on 
which the Gynophage 
appears ) 
Just between you and me it kinda 
gives me the creeps. 


INT. THE MAIN WAREHOUSE SPACE - NIGHT 


Rosalie walks toward the creature, stops a few yards short 
of the reach of its tentacles, and looks around 
apprehensively. 


SAM OUT COLD 


Sam has head down on the security console. The cup of 
coffee is turned on its side, its dregs spilled out. Sam 
SNORES gently. 


BACK TO SCENE 


Rosalie steps forward to just within the reach of the 
tentacles. A number of tentacles extend and hover near her, 
some of them eyes watching. Rosalie steps out of her shoes 
and puts them aside. 


She shrugs off her labcoat and lets it fall to the floor. 
Then she begins to unbutton her blouse. Some tentacles 
advance closer. 
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Rosalie's blouse falls to the floor on her labcoat. She 
then begins to undo her brassiere. When it is off, a mouth 
tentacle attaches to one of her breasts and then begins 
moving with a sucking motion. 








Rosalie GASPS and then MOANS softly. 
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Rosalie reaches down and then begins to undo her skirt. 


The Gynophage reaches out with a "grabber" tentacle, take 
each of Rosalie's upper arms gently to pull Rosalie in 
closer. 








SHOT - A PATCH OF FLOOR NEAR ROSALIE'S OTHER CLOTHES 


Rosalie's panties fall on the heap. Another MOAN from 
Rosalie. 
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ROSALIE (0.S.) 
Yes...yes... 


INT. HARRY'S BEDROOM - NIGHT 


Harry and MRS. LAL are asleep in bed. The glowing digits of 
an alarm clock on a stand by the bed reads 5:31. A phone on 
the same stand RINGS. Harry answers it. 


69. 





HARRY 

(into phone, groggily) 
Yes? 

(face expresses 

irritation) 
What do you mean you can't tell me on 
the phone? 

(irritation changes 

to alarm) 
I'll be there as soon as I can. 


Harry gets up and starts to dress hastily. Mrs. Lal turns 
over, waking up. 


MRS. LAL 
What is it, Hari? 


HARRY 
They weren't very clear but I need to 
be at the warehouse now. 


INT. WAREHOUSE CONFERENCE ROOM - DAY 


Harry enters the room. Joe, Ernie, and ARTHUR BERGMAN are 
already present. Harry, Joe, and Ernie all look unkempt: 
unwashed, unshaven, rumpled clothes. Bergman is impeccably 
dressed and groomed. 
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On the table in the room, under a sheet, are laid out a set 
of human skeletal remains. A box of nitrile gloves can be 
found at the head of the table. 
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HARRY 
Arthur, why are you here? 


ARTHUR 
Given the circumstances and my 
standing as your chief legal counsel, 
it seemed appropriate that I should 
be here. 


HARRY 
What the hell happened? 


JOE 
Something happened to Rosalie, 
possibly an accident. 


HARRY 
Possibly an accident? 


ARTHUR 
Ernie, perhaps we should just show 
Harry what the security camera 
caught. 


ERNIE 
Sure. 
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Ernie hits a clicker. Harry watches a blurry image of a 
nude Rosalie enmeshed what is apparently an amorous 
encounter with tentacles. 





HARRY 
I can't believe what I'm seeing. 


JOE 
At least we know what those phallus 
tentacles are for. 


HARRY 
The creature attacked her? 


JOE 
We don't think so. The security 
camera shows her removing her clothes 
herself, and we found them in a pile 
on the floor. 


Joe reaches under the table and pulls up a sealed plastic 
bag containing Rosalie's clothes and shoes. 
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JOE 
No rips, no damage. It looks like 
this is something Dr. Quisp did to 
herself. 


HARRY 
Who was on internal security 
overnight? It was Sam, wasn't it? 
Shouldn't he have stopped it? 


ARTHUR 
I interviewed him myself, Harry. 
Claims to have no memory of any of 
these. He seemed a bit incoherent, 
as if he were on drugs or had been 
drugged... 


HARRY 
Arthur, Sam's an excellent employee 
with a very clean record... 


ARTHUR 
I'm not leaping to any conclusions 
here. Just telling you what I 
observed. 


Harry turns back to the monitor, looking horrified. 
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HARRY 
How long does this obscene sequence 
go on? 
ERNIE 
About forty-five minutes, Harry. 
ARTHUR 
Maybe it's best to show him how it 
ends. 
ERNIE 
sure. 


Ernie punches a few buttons and the video jumps in time. 


On the screen, a blurry image of a nude Rosalie sliding down 
the top siphon of the Gynophage. She is already half 
swallowed when the video begins. 





JOE 
Dr. Quisp never appears to have been 
resisting, even when the creature was 
clearly eating her alive. 


HARRY 
I can't believe this. 
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Joe goes to the conference table and lifts the sheet off. 
Rosalie's skeleton, somewhat disconnected because many of 
its ligaments have dissolved, lies neatly laid out on the 
table. 

















JOE 


There's a sewage trap underneath the 
creature which we use to remove the 
bones of the goats it eats. An hour 
or so ago we found this. Very neat 
work, all soft tissue completely 
removed. 


Harry stares horrified at Rossalie's remains for a moment, 
then he takes a pair of nitrile gloves from the box on the 
table and puts them on. 


Harry then reaches down to Rosalie's skull and picks up the 
top half, which comes away very easily, neatly cut as is 
with an autopsy bone saw. 


——— 
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HARRY 
Did somebody try to autopsy her brain 
already? 


JOE 
No. That's how we found it. This 
surgically precise cut is apparently 
something the creature did itself. 


ERNIE 
Why? 


JOE 
Wanted to get at her brain for some 
reason. 


ARTHUR 

Okay, Harry, look, I know this is all 
really horrible but we've got to keep 
our heads clear before things really 
blow up. This looks like a pretty 
clear case of accident or suicide so 
we can probably keep entanglements 
with the authorities to a minimum. 

As for liability, Dr. Quisp has no 
close living family, so... 


HARRY 
Good lord, Arthur. My valued 
colleague is a pile of bones here, 
and you want to talk about... 
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There is a PINGING noise. Ernie pulls out his smart phone 
and looks at it. 


ERNIE 
The creature just uploaded something 
into the virtual space. 


HARRY 
This is really not the time... 


ARTHUR 
We should take a look, just to make 
sure it doesn't make things worse. 


Harry pauses, then nods at Ernie 


ERNIE 
I'll patch it through. 


Ernie punches something on his phone. The video screen in 
the conference room is now filled with text and scientific 
diagrams of various kinds. Harry looks at it and furrows 
his brow. 


HARRY 
What the...go to the next page. 


Another page of the same. 


HARRY 
(to Arthur ) 
Give me your phone. 


Harry begins scrolling through page after page of material. 
His eyes scan through the material he is reading with 
feverish intensity. 
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HARRY 

This is not garbage. 

(scans a few more 

pages ) 
This is not right-wing propaganda, or 
literary crackpottery. If this is 
what I think it is, then the creature 
has just given us... 


INT. A NURSING HOME ROOM - DAY 


DAN MARTIN, an elderly man, sits by the window reading a 
book. NURSE FRIEDA enters pushing a cart with medication. 


NURSE FRIEDA 
Good morning, Mr. Martin. 


DAN 
Oh good morning, Nurse Frieda. 


NURSE FRIEDA 
It's time for your medicine. 


DAN 
Oh yes, of course. 


Dan rolls up his sleeve. Nurse Frieda fills a small 
syringe. 
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EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF THE MEDICINE BOTTLE 























It has various things printed on its label, including 
EXPERIMENTAL and the plainly visible logo of OIKOS GALENOU 
LLC. 
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BACK TO SCENE 


DAN 
It's good medicine, isn't it, Nurse 
Frieda? 


NURSE FRIEDA 
(smiling with genuine 
warmth ) 
It certainly is, Mr. Martin. 


INT. A NURSING HOME CORRIDOR - DAY 


Nurse Frieda walks alongside JOAN FREDRICKSON, a middle-aged 
woman. 
































JOAN 
I don't understand. You say it was 
my father who asked me to come and 
visit? 


NURSE FRIEDA 
That's right, Mrs. Fredrickson. 


JOAN 
The last time I visited he was so 
withdrawn. I mean, I don't think he 
could even remember my name... 


NURSE FRIEDA 
Well, he asked for you this morning. 
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Joan and Nurse Frieda stop by a door. 


NURSE FRIEDA 
Here is his room. If you need 
anything just call. 


INT. A NURSING HOME ROOM - DAY 
Joan enters Dan's room. Dan rises to greet her. 


DAN 
Joan! Thank you for coming to see 
me. 


Dan gives Joan a hug. Joan looks stunned. 


JOAN 
Daddy? 


DAN 
Sit down, Joanie. 


They sit. 


JOAN 
You...you seem so much better. 


DAN 
It's this new medicine they have. 
(taps his temple with 
his forefinger) 
It's helping my memory come back. 


JOAN 


DAN 
I woke up this morning, and I was 
remembering. I was thinking how a 
fall day like this one was so much 
like your first day in kindergarten. 
Do you remember that? Your mother 
and I took you there together and we 
stood in line with all the other 
parents. You had a backpack full of 
things almost as big as you were. 
Many of the other children were 
crying but you were very brave. And 
I remember telling you "You must 
respect your teacher, Joanie." And 
do you remember what you said in 
reply? 
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JOAN 
(incredulous ) 
No. 
DAN 
You said "I bet I know lots of things 
she doesn't." Your mother and I 


almost couldn't stop laughing. 


Joan begins to cry. She suddenly reaches out and embraces 
Dan. 








JOAN 
Oh, Daddy. You're better... 


DAN 
I think lots of things are going to 
be better from now on. 


INT. A CAMPUS CAFE - DAY 
Toozie and Sherman are sitting at a table drinking coffee. 


TOOZIE 
...we know so little about Mary Dale 
Buckner. A huge burst of 
productivity over four years and 
then... 


SHERMAN 
Hey, take a look at that. 
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Sherman directs Toozie's attention to a television screen. 
It is playing the ceremony of the awarding of the 
Presidential Medal of Freedom, taking place in the White 
House. 

















On the television, Harry is standing next to THE PRESIDENT 
OF THE UNITED STATES. 


THE PRESIDENT OF THE UNITED STATES 
...for years, countless families here 
in America and around the world have 
had to suffer the heartbreak of 
seeing a loved one fade away from 
dementia. Thanks to the work of Dr. 
Lal and his colleagues at Oikos 
Galenou LLC those dark days are now 
in the past. 


On T.V., the President takes the Presidential Medal of 
Freedom from an official. 


THE PRESIDENT OF THE UNITED STATES 
It is therefore my great honor to 
convey on you the Presidential Medal 
of Freedom in recognition of your 
service to your country and humanity. 


On T.V., he President places the ribbon holding the medal 
around Harry's neck and fastens it in the back. 
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On T.V., at the White House, the audience applauds. 





TOOZIE 
Matters to you, does it? 

SHERMAN 
Dementia runs in my family, so yeah, 
it does. 

TOOZIE 


There are some really weird rumors 
about Oikos Galenou LLC. 


SHERMAN 
Really? Such as what? 


TOOZIE 
Well... 


EXT. THE SECURITY BOOTH AT WAREHOUSE ENTRANCE - NIGHT 
FRED sits in the security booth as Joe exits the warehouse. 


FRED 
(over intercom) 
Good night, Dr. Tucker. 


Joe waves and then walks away into the dark. Fred waits a 
few second then pulls a little two-way radio off his belt 
and says something in a fake foreign language. 
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TERRORIST #1, wearing an oversize black hoodie, jogs up out 
of the dark. Fred buzzes him in the main entrance. 





A moment later Terrorist #1 enters the back of the security 
booth and sheds his black hoodie. He is wearing a security 
guard's uniform just like Fred's. 





Terrorist #1 takes Fred's place in the both. Fred slips out 
the back of the booth. 
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INT. A STAIRWELL IN THE WAREHOUSE - NIGHT 


Fred is running up the stairs, almost silently. 





INT. SECURITY ROOM - NIGHT 


Sam, in his security guard's uniform, is watching various 
monitors when there is a KNOCK at the door to the room. 


SAM 
(glancing ata 
monitor on which 
Fred appears) 
Fred, is that you? 
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FRED 


Yeah. I was able to get that 
"delivery" you wanted. 


SAM 
Ain't you supposed to be at your 
post, Fred? 


FRED 
I got Larry to fill in for me, but he 
can't for long. 


SAM 


(shrugging) 
Okay, okay. 


Sam opens the door. Fred stands in the doorway holding a 
pistol with a silencer. 


SAM 
What the... 


Fred shoots Sam twice in the chest, gravely wounding him. 
Sam staggers backwards and collapses. 
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Fred steps into the security room and closes the door behind 
him. He takes the radio off his belt and speaks briefly in 
a foreign language in it again. 


EXT. THE SECURITY BOOTH AT WAREHOUSE ENTRANCE - NIGHT 
An unmarked van backs up to the doors of the warehouse. 
Terrorist #1 BUZZES open the door. Four terrorists 


(TERRORISTS #2 - #5) armed with automatic weapons enter the 
building at a run. 
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INT. THE MAIN WAREHOUSE SPACE - NIGHT 


Terrorists #2 - #5 enter the main space. The Gynophage 
stirs slightly. Terrorist #2 looks up at the Gynophage, his 
face a mixture of disgust and awe. 








An interior door to the main space bursts open. Two more 
security guards, LARRY and MAURICE, charge through the door, 
their pistols drawn. 
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LARRY 
(shouting) 
Freeze motherf.... 





Larry and Maurice are cut down in a hail of automatic 
gunfire from the terrorists. 








Terrorist #2 makes a "go" gesture with his right hand. 
Terrorists #3 -#5 run off leaving Terrorist #2, who takes 
his radio off his belt. 
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The Gynophage's tentacles begin to stir more actively. 
Terrorist #2 regards it a bit apprehensively while every few 
seconds verbal reports -- all in the same unintelligible 
foreign language -- come through on his radio. 


After a final such report, Terrorist #2 speaks briefly in 
the same unknown language into his radio. 


Fred enters the main warehouse space, escorting the 
SACRIFICE. The Sacrifice is an attractive young woman who 
wears a catsuit-like garment with a zipper down its front. 








Fred is wearing a heavy-looking pack. 


Terrorists #3 - #5 return. 


Fred moves to a position well outside of of tentacle range 
of the Gynophage and unslings his backpack, He unpacks a 
variety of complex-looking electronic equipment, with which 
he proceeds to do various operations stuff. 


The Sacrifice steps to just outside tentacle range. 
The four terrorists form a militarily-precise line, standing 


shoulder to shoulder. The Sacrifice looks at the line of 
terrorists and nods. 
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The terrorists make a crisp weapons salute directed at the 
Sacrifice, then they disburse to four compass points around 
the Gynophage and wait, facing out in kneeling position, 
their weapons at ready position. 


The Sacrifice turns and faces the Gynophage. She then 
unzips the front of her catsuit and steps out of it nude. 
She steps forward toward the Gynophage. 
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As soon as the Sacrifice is within tentacle range two 
"grabber" tentacles seize her and yank her towards the 
Gynophage. The Sacrifice GASPS as this happens. 


Fred focuses intently on his electronics, fiddling with 
knobs, peering at screens, etc. The Sacrifice MOANS. 


INT. THE SECURITY ROOM - NIGHT 


Sam returns to consciousness. With agonizing effort he 
pulls himself up on his console, taps in a number ona 
keypad, flips up a cover and then presses the red button 
underneath. 





MONTAGE - SWAT TEAM ARRIVES 


- A police SWAT team musters inside a police station, then 
runs and jumps into a a SWAT van. 





- Inside the van, officers pull on body armor, load and 
check automatic weapons. The body armor includes helmet 
with shields that obscure the faces of the officers. 








- A caravan of police vehicles, including the SWAT van and 
many police cars blasts down a main street in the night, 
lights flashing ans sirens blaring. 
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- Police vehicles screech to a halt outside the warehouse. 
Officers in body armor pile out of their vehicles. 





- Inside the main space, one of the terrorists brings his 
weapon from ready to fire position From within we hear the 
GASPS and MOANS of the Sacrifice, from without, a few pistol 
and rifle shots. 
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- A column of SWAT officers use a battering ram to force 
their way into the main space. Two other officers are 
dragging the mortally wounded Terrorist #1 away. 





INT. THE MAIN WAREHOUSE SPACE - NIGHT 


SWAT officers swarm in, some through the entrances and 
others on the catwalk or offices above. There is a brief 
gun battle between the terrorists and the SWAT team. 
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In the course of the gun battle one SWAT officer is wounded 
while Terrorists #2 - #5 are killed by the SWAT team in 
short order. 


Three SWAT officers advance in cover formation toward Fred. 
The lead officer, SWAT OFFICER #1, barks an order at him. 


SWAT OFFICER #1 
Lie down! Put your hands behind your 
head! 


Fred reaches into his backpack and withdraws a hand grenade. 
He pulls the pin and places it between his body and his 
electronics. 
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SWAT OFFICER #41 
Take cover! 


The three SWAT officers advancing on Fred hit the deck. The 
grenade explodes, shredding Fred and sending shattered 
electronic parts flying. 





Several SWAT officers race to their three comrades to make 
sure they okay (they are). But one, SWAT OFFICER #2, stops, 
lowers his weapon and looks up at the Gynophage's siphon. 
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The Gynophage has stuffed the Sacrifice into its siphon and 
is in the process of swallowing her. She has gone in head- 
first, so at first her bare legs, kicking slightly, are 
visible from her upper thighs to her feet. 





SWAT Officer #2 removes his helmet. We see that he is an 
older man with short gray hair. His face registers 
something like horror. 


SWAT OFFICER #2 
Jesus, Mary, and Joseph. 
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EXT. A WASHINGTON DC STREET - DAY 


A very high-end car drives along. 


INT. CAR WITH DRIVER - DAY 


Inside the car. The car has a uniformed driver. In the 
back seat, wearing business suits, are Harry and Arthur. 
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ARTHUR 
I wouldn't worry about this too much, 
Harry. They don't want to crucify 
you. 


HARRY 
So why are they asking me out here? 
I'm just a doctor, not some sort of 
national security man 


ARTHUR 
My guess is they want your 
cooperation with something. 


EXT. OUTSIDE A GRAY-LOOKING FEDERAL BUILDING - DAY 


The car signals left and pulls into a parking garage. 


INT. THE GARAGE - DAY 


The car pulls up to a curb inside the garage. The car's 
uniformed driver gets out and opens the door for Harry, who 
then gets out. Arthur gets himself out. 


They are greeted by LT. HERNANDEZ, who is wearing full Naval 
dress uniform. 








HERNANDEZ 
Dr. Lal? Mr Bergman? I'm Lieutenant 
Hernandez. 
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I'll be taking you up to see Deputy 
Director Richards. If you'll just 
follow me to the elevator. 


HARRY 
Don't you want to check our 
identification? Run us through 
security? 


HERNANDEZ 
Oh, no, Dr. Lal. None of that will 


be necessary. 


ARTHUR 
But we could be anyone. 
HERNANDEZ 
Oh no you couldn't, sir. This way, 


please. 


INT. DEPUTY DIRECTOR RICHARDS'S OFFICE - DAY 


Harry and Arthur and ushered into Richards's large, well- 
appointed office by Hernandez. Richards comes out from 
behind his desk to shake each of their hands. 








RICHARDS 
Gentlemen! Thank you for coming to 
see us. 
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HARRY 
(shaking Richards's 
hand) 
Deputy Director. 


Richards gestures toward a small conference table in his 
office. Harry and Arthur sit down opposite him. 


RICHARDS 
We want you to understand that no one 
in the this agency blames you for 
what happened, Dr. Lal. We know you 
lost some of your people in the 
incident. 


HARRY 
Does anyone know who those terrorists 
were, Mr. Richards? 


RICHARDS 
Honestly, we have no idea. They 
don't match any descriptions we have 
on file, and slipped right through 
our net. Who they were and what they 
wanted exactly we still have no 
idea...except that they clearly 
wanted to try to get something out of 
that...organism you are maintaining. 


HARRY 
Yes. After eating another woman, it 
appears to have paid us back with 
another upload. 


RICHARDS 
Which you, as a good patriot, turned 
over to us. 


HARRY 
And have your people had any success 
figuring out what on earth it is? 


INT. A HIGH-TECH CORRIDOR - DAY 
Richards strides rapidly down the corridor, followed by 


Arthur and Harry, who are struggling a bit to keep up. They 
are doing a "walk-and-talk." 
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RICHARDS 


The main file that was uploaded was 
object code, instructions that only a 
computer could understand. When we 
ran it through a decompiler to try to 
make it readable to a human being, 
what we got were two hundred and 
fifty million lines of obfuscated 
source code, the most unreadable mess 
any of our experts had ever seen: 
routines that called routines that 
looped around endlessly, complete 
spaghetti. 


ARTHUR 
So, what did you do? 


RICHARDS 
There was a second file, and this one 
was very clear. It was instructions 
for creating a new kind of 
holographic computer interface. 
Ingenious stuff, but the instructions 
were clear enough that our engineers 
were able to put one together in 
about a week. 


HARRY 
And then? 
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RICHARDS 
Well, we figured the code probably 
wasn't for nothing, even if we didn't 
understand it, so we decided to run 
it and just see what happened. We of 
course took a lot of precautions, 
isolating the supercomputer on which 
it ran. We put in the code, hooked 
up the interface, and turned it on. 
The result, gentlemen, is what you 
are about to see. 


Richards stops at a door. He waves a key card in front of a 
pad that causes the door to unlock and slide open. 


INT. COMPUTER ROOM - DAY 


Richards, Harry, and Arthur enter the computer room. This 
is a giant, largely dark circular space in the center of 
which there is a huge black monolith of a computer. 


Stereotyped science guys, men in white coats with heavy- 
framed glasses, move around, make notes, manipulate keypads, 
etc. 


About twenty feet from door, between the monolith and the 
door, stands a cylindrical glass tube about two meters high 
and sixty centimeters across. 


Inside the tube, as the three men approach, a holographic 
projection appears. 


It is the MEDIATRIX, in appearance the same woman as the 
Sacrifice, but in this instance wearing a flowing white 
gown. She glows like an image on television. 
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She looks at Harry and speaks in a purring 
contralto. 





MEDIATRIX 
Good morning, Dr. Lal. 


HARRY 
Who...who are you? 


MEDIATRIX 
I am the Mediatrix. I was created by 
the Gynophage as a gift to humanity. 


HARRY 
The Gynophage? 


MEDIATRIX 
The creature in your laboratory which 
you have adopted and care for, yes. 


ARTHUR 
(aside to Richard) 
Makes sense, Greek roots, gune woman 


phagein to eat. 


HARRY 
And what kind of "gift" are you to 
humanity? 
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MEDIATRIX 
I am an artificial intelligence 
created to broker peace in the 
Stradanya conflict. Are you familiar 
with the Stradanya conflict, Dr. Lal? 


HARRY 
I see it on the news sometime, but I 
cannot claim to know much about it. 
The Mediatrix closes her eyes, opens them again and begins a 
lecture. 


MONTAGE - THE TERRIBLE CONFLICT IN STRADANYA 


(Note: the Mediatrix's narration is a voice-over to this 
montage. ) 


- Soldiers in a trench firing their weapons at an unseen 
enemy. 





- A bombed-out city, obviously once grand, now smoldering 
ruins. 
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- An abandoned toddler wearing only a filthy diaper, sitting 
and wailing alone on a railroad track. 





- A group of men and women, evidently hostages, kneeling 
with their hands bound behind their backs, being shot in 
their heads by riflemen. 
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- A parade of miserable refugees on a road, carrying with 
them some pitiful few possessions. 
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- A statue in what was once a park of children holding hands 
in a circle and playing. The statue, though chipped in 
places is incongruously whole. Buildings in the vicinity are 
in flames. 


BACK TO SCENE 





MEDIATRIX (V.O.) 
The conflict between Stradanya and 
its East Stradanian separatists is 
now entering its second decade. It 
has been marked by massacres, mass 
rape, the systematic destruction of 
cultural monuments and places of 
worship, and endless other 
atrocities. Over a million are 
believed to have died either directly 
in the conflict or through collateral 
hunger and epidemics it has 
unleashed. This conflict has served 
as a crucible of various communicable 
diseases and threatens now to draw in 
Stradanya's more powerful neighbors, 
potentially creating a wider conflict 
or even a world war. It is 
imperative for the good of humanity 
that the conflict be brought to an 
end. I was created with a unique set 
of skills to help end the conflict. 


HARRY 
(skeptically) 
Really? 
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RICHARDS 
We've been having our specialists 
interviewing her for some weeks now. 
She clearly is about as familiar with 
Stradanyan culture and history as any 
academic specialist. She speaks both 
West and East Stradanyan and the 
classical version of the language 
with native-level proficiency. She 
has as good an understanding of 
bargaining and international 
relations theory and diplomatic 
protocol as any specialist we can 
find. 


MEDIATRIX 
I believe that my intervention is the 
best hope for ending this conflict. 


INT. DEPUTY DIRECTOR RICHARDS'S OFFICE - DAY 


The three men are sitting around the conference table again. 














ARTHUR 


So, Deputy Director, you think you're 
actually going to try this? 


RICHARDS 
Everything else has failed, so why 
not? 
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ARTHUR 
Why come to my client? 


RICHARDS 
We believe that this will work better 
for political reasons if the origins 
of the Mediatrix are themselves... 
obfuscated. 


HARRY 
Why? 


RICHARDS 
Think about it, Dr. Lal. Are people 
going to buy it if we tell them that 
the Mediatrix came from some sort 
of...weird monster thing that calls 
itself the Gynophage, possibly 
because it got to eat a woman? 
People won't see past that. They'll 
freak out, and that's no good for the 
underlying politics of the situation. 


HARRY 
I can see that. 


RICHARDS 
Your people all sign non-disclosure 
agreements, right? And you can make 
them to honor them? 


HARRY 
If we have to, yes. 


RICHARDS 
So we're asking you to give up credit 
about the Mediatrix and play dumb if 
anyone asks. We'll put out the story 
that she's the product of a U.S. 
Government artificial intelligence 
project. 


HARRY 
I can do that. 
(turning to Arthur) 
We can do that, right, Arthur? 


ARTHUR 
We can do that, Harry. 
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RICHARDS 
(nodding ) 
Good man. Dr. Lal, to an even 
greater extent than before, you have 
the good will of your government 
behind you. And a favor to call in 
if you ever need it. 


HARRY 
Thank you, Deputy Director. And good 
luck. 

RICHARDS 


Thank you again, Dr. Lal. 


MONTAGE - PEACE COMES TO STRADANYA 


- Two long benchlike tables on either side of a diplomatic 
conference room, each side lined with men in suits and 
military uniforms. Down the middle of the room, the 
Mediatrix's display tube slides on rails. 











- One of the men in the room making a speech. The Mediatrix 
in her tube listening. 
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- Two men at separate tables holding a furious argument. 
The Mediatrix holds up her hand. 
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- More discussion in the conference room, here more like 
bargaining. 
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- The Mediatrix points to a green line drawn across a 
holographically projected map of the fictional country of 
Stradanya. 








- A ragged family climbs out of a shelter amidst rubble. 
They look up at the sky, which is clear and blue. 
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- At a long table, aid workers are handing plates of food to 
rail-thin, hungry-looking children. 
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- A gate is opened in a barbed-wire fence around a prison 
camp. A group of prisoners shuffle out. 
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- A thin man in a ragged uniform encounters another man to 
whom he bears a family resemblance outside. They embrace, 
weeping. 








- At a single conference table two men in diplomatic garb 
Sign a treaty. The Mediatrix looks down from her display 
tube with a benign expression. 
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INT. U.S. DEPARTMENT OF STATE PRESSROOM - DAY 


The Mediatrix, projected by her tube, is answering reporters 
questions. 
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REPORTER #1 
A number of sources have claimed that 
you are not an artificial 
intelligence at all but only a 
holographic projection of a U.S. 
State Department negotiator, perhaps 
working from a special undisclosed 
location. Would you care to comment? 


MEDIATRIX 
These claims are completely untrue. 
I am a computer program. I have no 
body. My abilities and personality 
are entirely the creation of computer 
code. 


REPORTER #2 
Do you expect to mediate other 
conflicts in the future? 


MEDIATRIX 
I am only programmed for this 
particular one and would not be of 
use in others. I might have 
successors, however, if those who are 
willing to step up and make the 
necessary sacrifices do so. 


There is some uncertain MUTTERING among the assembled 
journalists. 


SHOT - STUDENT CAFE AT EPHRAIM COLLEGE 


The news conference appears on a flat-screen television 
overlooking the cafe. 


Alone at a table, Toozie looks up at the TV briefly. 
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REPORTER #3 


Do you really think that a peace 
treaty negotiated with the help of a 
machine can last? 


MEDIATRIX 
In Stradanya the fortresses of Ares 
are leveled, and the house of Galen 
now stands firm. 


BACK TO SCENE 
REPORTER #3 
Follow-up: could you explain that 
peculiar metaphor? 
MEDIATRIX 
Think on it for yourself. 


EXT. A COLLEGE PATH - DAY 


A beautiful warm spring day. Miranda jogs up to to Toozie 
who is walking along a college path. 
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MIRANDA 
Hey there, scholar! 
TOOZIE 
(laughing, genuinely 
happy ) 
Hey! 
MIRANDA 


I hear they've scheduled your thesis 
defense for early next week. 


TOOZIE 
Yep. 


MIRANDA 
Well I'll make sure the gang all 
knows and that they'll be out there 
for support. Nervous? 


TOOZIE 
A little. But as you know I have my 
ways of making myself relax. 


MIRANDA 
(grinning) 
Aw, that's our pervy Toozie. 


Toozie laughs. 
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INT. TOOZIE'S DORMITORY ROOM - NIGHT 


Toozie is back on her bed, surfing for porn on her laptop 
again. 


At the top of the screen are the words "Browsing via 
anonymized proxy server." She types into the URL bar 
VOREKINGDOM. SITE 








More flipping through vore images until she stops on one in 
particular. 


Toozie's face is one of intent concentration. 
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On the screen is a high-resolution photograph. It is a 
reverse angle of the moment when SWAT Officer #2 muttered 
"Jesus, Mary, and Joseph" at the scene of the terrorist 
attack. 


SWAT Officer #2 is visible in the foreground of the photo, 
in the background are the legs of the Sacrifice vanishing 
into the feeding siphon of the Gynophage. 





Toozie downloads the photograph, 
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opens a terminal window on 


her computer and types in "search photo metadata." 


A time and a set of GPS coordinates appear on the screen. 


metadata availaby 
le Foy 
heondsseeraasea 
device: 
HOP era eds 
time taken: 
ear) 


M2ay2e97 
GPs Coordinates: 


42 3235 
MHA; 


Original Publis Date: 
Boe 





Toozie types in "locate coordinates." 


A map appears on the screen. 
building labeled OIKOS GALENOU. 


In the center of the map is a 
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TOOZIE 
(to herself) 
Great Cthulhu. 


INT. A TABLE IN THE COLLEGE LIBRARY - DAY 


Toozie is watching the Mediatrix's news conference on her 
phone, listening in on earbuds. She replays the last 
exchange between the Mediatrix and Reporter #3, then writes 
something in a notebook. 
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Toozie looks something up in an old English-Greek lexicon, 
then writes more on her notebook page. 


On the page, there are various notes on "theme of 
sacrifice," a sketch of a tentacle monster, and then the end 
of Toozie's phrase completing the words "house of Galen" = 

= oikos galenou. 

















Toozie stares at the notebook for a moment. 
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INT. A COLLEGE EXAMINATION ROOM - DAY 
Toozie's honors thesis defense. 


Toozie sits at a desk faces Professors Lee, MAZZINI, and 
ROSENBLUM at a table. Bound copies of Toozie's honors 
thesis are on her desk and the professors' table. All of 
Toozie and the three professors are quite formally dressed. 


Arrayed behind Toozie are various friends and curious 
lookers-on. They include Chad, Miranda, and Sherman as well 
as other students. They are rather less formally dressed. 
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PROFESSOR LEE 
Well, Miss Chen, we have certainly 
come a long way together. 

(smiles ) 

Now clearly for a thesis of this 
quality there's little doubt but that 
you will be taking away highest 
honors, but obviously it would 
scarcely be fair if my colleagues and 
I didn't get at least one last volley 
at you before you go on to greater 
things. 


There is a round of light laughter from the audience. 
PROFESSOR LEE 


I believe that Professor Mazzini has 
the first question here. 
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PROFESSOR MAZZINI 
Thank you, Professor Lee. Miss Chen, 
I was wondering if you could expand a 
bit on your claim in Chapter Three 
that there are direct parallels 
between the trope of human sacrifice 
in classical civilization and that in 
twentieth-century America. 


TOOZIE 
Certainly, Professor Mazzini. I 
think it is important to note that 
when we speak of "the Greeks" 
especially we are talking about the 
civilization of fourth and fifth 
century Athens. This isa 
civilization that was sophisticated, 
wealthy, urban, culturally and 
intellectually advanced. Much like 
ours. And much like ours, it did not 
make an explicit practice of human 
sacrifice. But they were clearly 
very interested in human sacrifice as 
a cultural trope. 


PROFESSOR MAZZINI 
Iphigenia, for instance. 


TOOZIE 
Iphigenia is probably the best known 
example. Another well-known one was 
the youths and maidens of Athens sent 
as sacrifices to the Minotaur. Other 
sacrifices, such as the sacrifice of 
the daughters of Leos are less well- 
known but very much on point and of 
Significance to the Athenians: 
Demosthenes, for example, prominently 
mentions the sacrifice of the 
daughters of Leos in his Funeral 
Oration. 


A STUDENT in the audience raises her hand. Professor Lee 
recognizes her. 
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PROFESSOR LEE 
There is a question, yes? 


STUDENT 
Excuse me, but could fill me in on 
who the daughters of Leos were? 


TOOZIE 
Their names were Praxithea, Theopoe, 
and Eubule. 


A SACRED GROVE IN ANCIENT GREECE WITH AN ALTAR 


TOOZIE (V.O.) 
They obeyed an utterance from the 
oracle at Delphi to allow themselves 
to be sacrificed to save Athens from 
a plague. Demosthenes would compare 
their bravery to that of soldiers who 
had died fighting for their city. 


A nude PRAXITHEA lies face down across a gore-spattered 
altar. THEOPE removes her chiton and kneels nude on the 
altar while her sister Eubule stands in the background, her 
head bowed, waiting her turn. 











SS 











LEOS, an older man, places a curved-bladed bronze knife 
across Theope's throat so that its point hooks behind her 
left ear. Theope bows her head and closes her eyes. 











Leos yanks the blade across Theope's throat, severing the 
major blood vessels of her neck. Theope collapses ina 
spray of arterial blood. 
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BACK TO SCENE 


TOOZIE 
The point is, they are very much like 
us in a Significant way, these 
Greeks, both in the kind of 
civilizations we both have and in our 
interest in human sacrifice, although 
in our society this interest evolves 
not through myths but through popular 
culture: in the weird menace fiction 
of the 1930s, in a muted form in the 
monster-chasing-girl science fiction 
of the 1950s, and back again ina 
more potent form in the slasher 
movies of the 1970s and 1980s. 


PROFESSOR ROSENBLUM 
But why this fascination? 


TOOZIE 
I must speculate. 


PROFESSOR ROSENBLUM 
Please. 


TOOZIE 
In archaic times human sacrifices, if 
they took place at all, were made to 
Gods. 
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In contemporary times, we have 
practices we shy away from calling 
human sacrifices, but in reality what 
has really changed is that in the 
place of gods who had names -- Zeus, 
Poseidon, Hades, and so on -- we have 
abstractions: Progress, Economic 
Development, National Security and so 
on, and we make our sacrifices to 
them. We sacrifice men by calling 
them up for military service in war, 
or by chaining them to machines some 
of which will kill them. Fritz Lang 
was an artist who intuited this: do 
you remember the "Moloch" scene in 
Metropolis? 


The Professor nods. 


TOOZIE 
Women, by the way, are sacrificed in 
childbirth or in caring for others. 
However you want to add it up, 
civilization is founded on shed 
blood. The Greeks understood this 
explicitly. We don't -- most of the 
time. We like to go around saying 
things like "people have human 
rights" and "every individual is 
equally and infinitely precious." 
But sentiments like these are really 
just our civilization's public 
relations work on itself. They 
aren't true, and at some level we 
know they aren't true. Our own 
literature or paraliterature of 
sacrifice reconnects us with the 
fundamental and awful truth about our 
world and as such provide us with the 
thrill of forbidden knowledge, which 
is surely one reason why we find it 
all so entertaining. 
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The professors applaud, followed by the audience. Toozie 
takes a sip of water and smiles. 














INT. A HALLWAY OUTSIDE THE EXAMINATION ROOM - DAY 


Toozie is in the middle of a conversation with Miranda, 
Sherman, and Chad. Professor Lee ambles up, and Toozie's 
friends stand aside. 
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PROFESSOR LEE 
Ms. Chen, I just wanted to compliment 
you on what is one of the finest and 
most articulate undergraduate thesis 
defenses it has ever been my pleasure 
to witness. 


TOOZIE 
Thank you, Professor Lee. 


PROFESSOR LEE 
Indeed I don't think I've seen a 
doctoral candidate who has done 
better. 


Toozie smiles, slightly embarrassed. 


PROFESSOR LEE 
Speaking of which, it's a pity you 
aren't considering graduate study in 
your near future. 


TOOZIE 
I might like that, but have you seen 
what's at the end of a Ph.D. program? 
The academic job market is a 
disaster. 


PROFESSOR LEE 
True, unfortunately. 
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TOOZIE 
Can you offer me any reason to think 
it will be better in, say, six years? 


PROFESSOR LEE 
Unfortunately, I can't. 


There is a moment of awkward silence. 


PROFESSOR LEE 
In any event, I can't help but think 
that a young scholar with your 
outstanding qualifications in the 
humanities will find remunerative and 
fulfilling employment. 


INT. SLEEPLESS JOE'S COFFEE SHOP - DAY 
Toozie stands in a barista's uniform behind the counter at 
Sleepless Joe's. She is confronted by KAREN, a middle-aged, 


helmet-haired customer. 


Joe, carrying a messenger bag marked with the logo of Oikos 
Galenou, stands in line behind Karen. 








TOOZIE 


(smiling somewhat 

fakely) 
Welcome to Sleepless Joe's. What can 
I get for you ma'am? 
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KAREN 
I want a half-caf skim latte. 


TOOZIE 
Can I get your name, please? 


KAREN 
Karen. 


Toozie writes "Karen" and a notation for the coffee order on 
the cup, then hands it to another barista who is making the 
drinks. 


TOOZIE 
Next guest, please. 


Joe steps up to the counter. 








TOOZIE 


Welcome to Sleepless Joe's. What can 
I get for you, sir? 


JOE 
Just a large black coffee, please. 


TOOZIE 
Sure, and your name? 


JOE 
Joe. 
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(a bit greasily) 
Say, I haven't seen you here before. 
What's your name? 


Toozie talks as she is writing something on a cup. 


TOOZIE 
Toozie. Actually Lucy but people 
have always called me Toozie 
(pointing out Joe's 
bag ) 
Say, you work at Oikos Galenou? 


JOE 
Uh, yeah, actually. At the warehouse 
laboratory down the street. 


TOOZIE 
(smiles ) 
Cool. 
SECOND BARISTA 
Karen! 


Karen takes her cup, then tastes it. 








KAREN 
Excuse me? Excuse me. I 
specifically ordered a soy latte. 
This is skim. 


Toozie looks 
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TOOZIE 
Ma'am I'm quite sure that you did 
order a skim latte. I wrote it down 
at the time. 


KAREN 
I most certainly did not order a skim 
latte. 


TOOZIE 
I'm sorry if there's any confusion, 
ma'am. I'll be happy to take that 
and have a soy latte made for you. 
No additional charge. 


KAREN 
It should be free. 

TOOZIE 
Excuse me? 

KAREN 


I'm busy and you're wasting my time 
with getting my order wrong. It 
should be free. 


TOOZIE 
I'm sorry, ma'am but company policy 
doesn't allow me to... 


KAREN 
May I speak to your manager, please? 


like she's trying hard to express exasperation. 


TOOZIE 
Certainly, ma'am. 
(speaking into a 
counter microphone ) 
Charlie, could you come to the front 
please? 


Charlie, a pleasant-looking middle-aged man in a tie comes 
up to the counter from deeper in the bowels of Sleepless 


Joe's. 


KAREN 
Are you the manager? 


CHARLIE 
Yes, I'm the manager. What's going 
on here? 


KAREN 
Your...employee here has served me a 
skim latte when I specifically asked 
for a soy latte. 


CHARLIE 
(picking up the cup) 
Hmm. It appears to say skim here on 
the cup. 


KAREN 
I don't care if the brain-dead 
zoomers you employ can't be bothered 
to listen! 


CHARLIE 
Now really, ma'am... 


KAREN 
You'd discipline this girl if you 


know what was good for your business. 


JOE 
(shouldering into the 
conversation) 
Ah, excuse me. 








CHARLIE 
(glancing) 
Oh, hey Joe! 
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JOE 
Hey, Charlie. I don't like to butt 
in here but I was standing right 
behind this -- what id you say your 
name was, Karen? -- and I also quite 
clearly heard her order a skim latte. 


KAREN 
(getting a bit red- 
faced) 
How dare... 


JOE 

(extending his hand 

in mock friendliness) 
Hi. I'm Joe Tucker, Ph.D. I work at 
the pharmaceutical research company 
down the way. 

(shows his messenger 

bag) 
You know, the people who cured 
dementia? That's us. Anyway, I also 
maintain that I heard what I heard. 
Or am I just a brain-dead zoomer too? 


Karen looks on a bit unbelieving. 
KAREN 
See if I ever come to this 


establishment again! 


Karen turns on her heel and leaves, spluttering and 
muttering about leaving a negative Yelp review. 
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TOOZIE 
Thanks, Joe. 

JOE 
Don't mention it. Say when your 
shift... 

TOOZIE 


(pointing to a line 
behind Joe) 
Um, I have customers. 


JOE 
Oh, yeah. Sorry. 


Joe turns away. 
Toozie holds up Joe's coffee. 


TOOZIE 
Joe? 


Toozie points to the coffee. 


TOOZIE 
Your coffee? 


Joe, looking a little abashed, takes the coffee. 


JOE 
Thanks. 
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INT. A CORNER OF SLEEPLESS JOE'S - DAY 


Joe is sitting at a table, working on a laptop. He drains 
the last of the coffee, then as if on a whim, looks at the 
bottom of the cup. 





Written there in Toozie's handwriting are the words I KNOW 
WHAT GOES ON WHERE YOU WORK. 
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Joe looks up, a little shocked, and looks around Sleepless 
Joe's, especially behind the counter. 


There are customers and baristas, but Toozie is not to be 
seen. 








INT. JOE'S BEDROOM - NIGHT 


Joe lies alone in his large bed in his cool apartment. His 
eyes are wide open and he is staring at the ceiling. 
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INT. SLEEPLESS JOE'S COFFEE SHOP - DAY 


Joe across the counter from Toozie. 


JOE 
Large coffee with two extra shots, 
please. 

TOOZIE 


Certainly, Dr. Tucker. That will be 
seven-fifty. 


Joe hands a folded ten-dollar bill to Toozie. Inside the 
fold is a business card. Toozie puts the ten in the till 
then reads the card. 
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INSERT CARD, WHICH READS: 


"Osvaldo's 7:30 this evening?" 














BACK TO SCENE 


Toozie writes something on the cup and on its bottom, then 
hands it to the preparing barista. 
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TOOZIE 


Your coffee will be right up, Dr. 

Tucker. 
INT. CORNER OF SLEEPLESS JOE'S - DAY 
A cheap paperback novel sits on the table where Joe is 
sitting. Joe finishes his coffee, then looks at the bottom 
of the cup. 
INSERT CUP, WHICH READS: 


"Sure." 
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INT. OSVALDO'S - NIGHT 


Osvaldo's is a slightly more louche version of an American 
chain restaurant, the sort of place where twenty- and 
thirty-somethings congregate after work to drink and hook 


up. 


There are televisions over the bar, at least one of which is 
tuned to a cable news channel. 


Joe, dressed much like the rest of the clientele, sits at 
the bar nursing a beer. 


Toozie, dressed as if she is out on a date, carrying a small 
purse, sidles onto the barstool next to Joe. She places her 
purse on the bar. 


147. 


nee 


ERTS: Dew w {020 BM 





TOOZIE 
Hello, Joe. 
JOE 
Toozie. 
The BARTENDER approaches. 
BARTENDER 


Anything for the lady? 


TOOZIE 
Glass of white wine, please. 


BARTENDER 
You two want anything to eat? 


JOE 
(to Toozie) 
The boneless wings here are pretty 
good. 


TOOZIE 
Okay. 


JOE 
(to Bartender ) 
Double order of boneless wings, extra 
hot-sauce on the side. 


The Bartender nods, then shuffles away to get Toozie's drink 
and put in the order. 
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Joe leans forward conspiratorially toward Toozie. 
JOE 
Why do you say you know what goes on 
where I work? 


Toozie reaches into her purse and pulls out her smartphone. 
She taps a few keys and then hands the phone to Joe to see. 


It show a picture of Rosalie. Joe blanches. 








TOOZIE 


In case you've forgotten, that's Dr. 
Rosalie Quisp. I believe she was a 
colleague of your. 


The bartender sets a glass of white wine in front of Toozie. 
She takes it and takes a sip. 


TOOZIE 
She was killed in some sort of 
industrial accident -- unclear what 


kind, all the news media I could find 
were very vague about its nature. 


JOE 
It was tragic. We all liked Rosalie. 
What's your point? 
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TOOZIE 
Well, interestingly enough only one 
week after Dr. Quisp's untimely 
demise, Oikos Galenou patents a 
compound that turns out to be the 
biggest medical miracle since 
penicillin. 


Joe puts Toozie's phone back on the bar. 


JOE 
A fortunate coincidence. 


TOOZIE 
Perhaps, Dr. Tucker. And a few years 
go by, and then there's a terrorist 
incident, a really bad one, takes 
place. Something like six security 
guards were killed before the 
terrorists themselves were wiped out 
by a SWAT team. To this day no one, 
either from Oikos Galenou or law 
enforcement has been willing to 
comment in the news media about who 
these "terrorists" were or what they 
wanted. 


JOE 
Sometimes people play rough in 
industrial espionage. 


TOOZIE 
Yes, well, after that incident a 
mysterious artificial intelligence 
called the Mediatrix appeared. She... 
it?...let's call her "she" puts her 
services to use solving an atrocious 
and long-running conflict. 


JOE 
I don't see what you think that has 
to do with us. 


TOOZIE 

I would have thought nothing, until 
she gave that weird news conference 
prior to deactivating herself. She 
made a strange and possibly 
inappropriate set of references to 
sacrifices being made and how the 
long-suffering land of Stradanya was 
now in the "house of Galen." 
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JOE 
So that's just weird. 


TOOZIE 
"Just weird," until you think about 
the fact that "house of Galen" in 
Greek is Oikos Galenou. 


JOE 
Look, Toozie... 





Toozie takes her phone again and taps through a number of 
screens. 


TOOZIE 
Do you know what "vore," is Joe? 
JOE 
(lying badly) 
Uh, no. 
TOOZIE 


It's a kind of porn that appeals toa 
set of peculiar fetishes, either the 
fantasy of eating someone, or the 
fantasy of being eaten by something. 


JOE 
That's...kinda disgusting. 
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TOOZIE 
I would say it's something of an 
acquired taste. In any event, you 
can find a lot of art on the subject 
on the Internet, if you know the 
right place to look. And one night, 
when I was looking in the right 
place, I found this. 


Toozie hands the phone back to Joe. It has the Gynophage 
photograph Toozie found before. 








TOOZIE 
Most of the art is pretty crudely 
drawn, but this isn't anyone's 
illustration. It's a photograph, 
taken from life. Probably taken by a 
cop with a cellphone. Why it got 
posted I have no idea. Maybe someone 
was trying to leak something. Or 
maybe they guy was just the right 
kind of pervert with something neat 
to show to his friends. 


The Bartender brings a bit plate of boneless wings and sets 
it between Joe and Toozie. 


BARTENDER 
(with forced cheer ) 
You enjoy these now. 


Toozie takes 
healthy bite. 
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TOOZIE 
The camera that made this picture 
encoded metadata into it that 
included both the date and time of 
the photograph as well as G-P-S 
coordinates for where the photo was 
taken. Very handy if you want to 
keep your photo collection organized. 


a boneless wing, dips it in sauce, and takes a 








TOOZIE 

This photo disappeared from the web 
by the next day, but not before it 
got preserved on my hard drive. And 
the metadata point right to your 
Oikos Galenou warehouse on the day of 
the terrorist attack. 

(takes a generous 

swig of wine) 
Do you happen to know what this 
creature is, Joe? Or who is going 
down its...gullet? 


JOE 
(visibly sweating) 
I don't know what you're talking 
about. 


TOOZIE 
You lie badly, Joe. 
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JOE 
Why are you doing this? 


TOOZIE 

Joe I assure you that I am not a 
journalist, a cop, or a blackmailer. 
I have a very different motive. 

(takes another bite 

of chicken) 
These wings really are tasty. You 
should try them. 


JOE 
I'm not that hungry, all of a sudden. 


Joe signals for the Bartender, who approaches. 


JOE 
Can I get three shots of rye, please? 


The Bartender signals agreement and begins setting up the 
shots in front of Joe. 





JOE 
So what is it that you do want? 


Toozie gestures with her eyes toward the TV playing cable 


TOOZIE 
Look up at that screen, Joe. 
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Joe takes his first shot and then looks up at the screen. 
ON THE SCREEN 


People in Hazmat suits are carrying and stacking bodies in 
an African village. 


NEWS ANNOUNCER (V.0.) 
(on television) 

..-meanwhile in Central Africa 
fatalities continue to mount from the 
mysterious 

virus. 


A bodies being burned on an enormous pyre. 
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NEWS ANNOUNCER (V.O.) 

(on television) 
World health authorities are 
concerned that if the virus spreads 
to the wider world it may have 
effects significantly more 
devastating than the Covid-nineteen 
virus of the early 2020s... 


BACK TO SCENE 
TOOZIE 


This Thanatos virus sounds like 
really bad news. 
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And a lot of the news media I am 
reading are suggesting that it is 
more a matter of when, rather than if 
it escapes... 


Joe downs his second shot. 


JOE 
Well, yes, but... 


TOOZIE 
Don't play dumb, Joe. We needa 
miracle to get out from under this 
one. And as it happens, you work for 
a drug company that has a record of, 
and apparently a means for getting, 
miracles. And that's where I step 
in. 


JOE 
I still don't get it. 


Toozie leans in even closer. Joe downs his third shot. 














TOOZIE 
All right then. Let me spell it out 
for your explicitly... 
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INT. HARRY'S NEW OFFICE - DAY 


Harry, Arthur, and Joe are sitting in Harry's new office, 
which is quite spacious and richly appointed even by the 
standards of his last office. They sit around a teak 
conference table. 





ARTHUR 
Tell it to us again, Joe, and slowly 
this time. 


JOE 

This girl...she has figured out the 
creature likes to eat women and 
apparently in exchange, gives us 
things. 

(looks around 

apprehensively) 
And then she volunteered to be its 
next meal, suggesting that perhaps 
the next thing it gives us would be 
the answer to the Thanatos virus. 


ARTHUR 
Well, that's about the most insane 
thing I've ever heard. 
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(puts a reassuring 

hand on Joe's 

shoulder ) 
I'll talk to company security about 
measures to make sure that this girl 
doesn't make more of a nuisance of 


herself. 
HARRY 
(holding up a hand) 
Wait. 
ARTHUR 
Wait? 
HARRY 


You might not be aware of this, 
Arthur, but our relationship with the 
national security community has been 
good and growing better ever since we 
did them a favor by letting them take 
credit for the Mediatrix. They've 
been kind enough to keep our research 
Side appraised of intelligence 
reports on the Thanatos virus. 


ARTHUR 
And? 


HARRY 
It's bad, Arthur. It's really bad. 
How bad is classified, but...the 
science is baffling, and it's about 
one mutation away from from being an 
extinction-level event. 


ARTHUR 
I agree that is bad. 


HARRY 
Right now, I'm not saying that we get 
into the human sacrifice business. 
What I am saying is that it would be 
irresponsible of us not to consider 
all possible options. 


JOE 
What are you saying, Harry? 
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HARRY 
Before we jump to conclusions about 
who is sane and who is no,t can we at 
least reach out to this young woman 
and offer a proper psychiatric 
evaluation? 


ARTHUR 
I don't know Harry, it just seems... 


HARRY 
We're scientists here, right? So why 
don't we try to make our decisions 
based on as much scientific 
information as we can gather. 


DISSOLVE TO: 


INT. AN EXAMINATION ROOM - DAY 


DR. ROSEN, a kindly, motherly-looking woman is interviewing 
Toozie, who sits wearing a medical examination gown on a 
table. Dr. Rosen is entering information on a laptop as she 
does the interview. 











DR. ROSEN 
Okay, Toozie, we're going to do a bit 
an evaluation here. 
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I would like you to think back over 
the last two weeks and tell me 
whether you experienced any of the 
following conditions on none of the 
days, several of the days, more than 
half of the days, or all of the days. 
Can you do that for me? 


TOOZIE 
Sure, Dr. Rosen. 


DR. ROSEN 
You experienced little interest or 
pleasure in doing things. 


TOOZIE 
None of the days. 


DR. ROSEN 
You feel down, depressed, or 
hopeless. 


TOOZIE 
None of the days. 


DR. ROSEN 
You have trouble staying or falling 
asleep, or you're sleeping too much. 


TOOZIE 
None of the days. 


INT. HARRY'S NEW OFFICE - DAY 


Arthur and Joe sit in chairs facing Harry's immaculate teak 
desk. A leather folder is the only object other than a 
phone and a computer sitting on the desk. Harry sits behind 
the desk. 


HARRY 
So what have we done with her? 


TOOZIE SITTING AT A DESK IN AN OFFICE 


Toozie is dressed in office causal, a pen between her lips. 
She is tapping away on a computer keyboard. 
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JOE (V.O.) 
We gave her a job -- at five times 
what she was making as a barista -- 
in public relations research. 


HARRY (V.O.) 
Research? 


JOE (V.O.) 
She spends a lot of time on the 
Internet seeing how Oikos Galenou is 
represented. Management there says 
she's very good at the job. 


HARRY (V.O.) 
Are you sure it was really right to 
give her a job? 


TOOZIE IN MORE FORMAL BUSINESS ATTIRE IN A BOARDROOM 


Toozie is signing a group of contracts laid out ona 
boardroom table while Arthur points to where to sign. 


ARTHUR (V.O.) 
Not only is this an opportunity for 
us to keep an eye on Ms. Chen, but as 
part of her employment package she 
Signed a very strong version of our 
non-disclosure agreement. 
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TOOZIE IN THE WAREHOUSE WITH THE CREATURE. 


ARTHUR (V.O.) 
We then arranged for a little "new 
employee tour" for Ms. Chen. 


Toozie, again in office causal dress, is standing near the 
edge of tentacle range of the Gynophage, watching its 
tentacles waving with fascination, She is being guided by 
DR. LAURA MOORCOCK, who wears a white labcoat with a 
nameplate. 
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TOOZIE 
And these ones that look like... 


DR. MOORCOCK 
(cutting Toozie off) 
We call them phalloi. 


TOOZIE 
And they're for... 


DR. MOORCOCK 
We believe their function is to 
inject into a prey object various 
biochemicals, either sedatives that 
will make it struggle less or enzymes 
that will aid in its digestion or 
both. 


TOOZIE 
(turning to Dr. 
Moorcock) 
And it uses them on the goats you 
feed it? 


DR. MOORCOCK 
(reddening slightly, 
taken aback) 
We have only noted their use on 
its...human prey. 
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BACK TO SCENE 


HARRY 
A tour? 





ARTHUR 
The point being that any story Ms. 
Chen will tell out of school about us 
will inevitably mix in details she 
learned while working here with those 
she deduced before working here, 
which will make it far easier for us 
to invoke the non-disclosure 
agreement. 


HARRY 
Never let me get on the wrong side of 
a controversy from you, Arthur. 


The three men laugh, then Harry turns serious as he opens 
the leather folder on his desk. 


HARRY 
We have a complete report here, and 
in its way it does not make our lives 
any easier. 


Harry pulls a pair of reading glasses out of a desk drawer 
and puts them on, then begins reading. 


HARRY 
Ms. Chen is in excellent physical 
health, no significant issues noted. 
Her finances were actually pretty 
good even before she was employed 
here. And our screens turned up no 
mental health issues. Her only major 
life trauma is the loss of her 
parents at the age of twelve and she 
appears to have gone through a normal 
cycle of bereavement and acceptance 
about that. She's not depressed, not 
bipolar, does not have anxiety 
disorder, shows no indicators of 
suicide risk, and has no substance 
abuse issues. 


JOE 
Must be nice to be some people. 


HARRY 
Certainly we can't just write this 
girl off as a madwoman. 
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ARTHUR 
So what do we do now? 
HARRY 
Ordinarily I'd just say we sit on 
her, but... 
ARTHUR 
But? 
HARRY 


The future of humanity is at stake. 
(takes off his 
reading glasses) 
We are owed a favor by someone very 
high up. So it is time to call the 
favor in by asking them to read a 
report and its recommendation. 








INT. THE WAREHOUSE SPACE - NIGHT - TOOZIE'S DREAM 


The warehouse space is lit incredibly bright and white. 
Toozie is wearing a white wedding gown and carrying a 
bouquet of flowers as she walks toward the Gynophage. 
Toozie's face is veiled. 
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Toozie stops near the outer edge of the tentacles' range. A 
grabber tentacle reaches out and gently pulls her veil 
aside. 


A mouth tentacle comes forward and "kises" Toozie on the 
lips. She returns the kiss. 

















Two grabber tentacles shoot forth with great speed, and each 
grabs Toozie by one of the arms. They yank her upwards, 
about a foot off the floor. 
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Toozie GASPS and WHIMPERS. She opens her mouth as if to 
scream, but a phallic tentacle shoots its way forward and 
into her mouth. It thrusts back and forth in a rape-like 
act. Toozie GURGLES as if trying to speak but gagged. 


A cutter tentacle stabs Toozie in the lower abdomen above 
the right hip, then slices across her abdomen, making a deep 
incision across Toozie's body. Blood and then viscera spill 
out of Toozie, their redness vivid against the white 
surroundings. 














A hard gurgle as Toozie fights but fails to scream. 


INT. TOOZIE'S BEDROOM - NIGHT 


Toozie sits straight up in bed, having just woken from the 
nightmare. She is breathing hard and her nightgown is 
soaked with sweat. 
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Toozie puts her head in her hands and begins to slowly calm 
down. 


INT. HARRY'S NEW OFFICE - DAY 


Harry sits at his desk, Joe and Arthur in chairs in front of 
it. They are all wearing their very best business attire. 
All are silent except for Joe slowly tapping a pen on one of 
his chair's armrests. 


After Joe's tapping goes on for a while, Arthur shoots Joe a 
dirty look. Joe stops tapping and puts his pen away. 


The phone on Harry's desk RINGS in a way that sounds 
abnormally loud as it shatters the silence. Harry hastily 
picks it up. 
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HARRY 


(into phone) 
Hari Lal speaking. 
(nods his head a few 
times while 
intensely 
concentrating on the 
call) 
Yes, Madam President. We understand. 
(relaxes ever so 
slightly, listens) 
Yes. We'll be ready. Thank you, 
Madam President. 


Harry hangs up the phone. 


HARRY 
They've decided to let us go forward. 


Joe, who had been holding his breath in anticipation, 
exhales at length. 


ARTHUR 
Damn. 


HARRY 
The Attorney General is drafting a 
special emergency executive order to 
exempt us from liability. They'll be 
sending a bundle of paperwork over to 
your office by special courier, 
Arthur. 
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ARTHUR 
We'll be ready for them. 


HARRY 
And meanwhile, Joe, I guess we have 
to extract Ms. Chen from her office 
and inform her she is destined for 
higher things. 


JOE 
And to think I wanted to ask her out 
on a date, too. I can't believe the 
President... 


ARTHUR 
(in a voice imitating 
Al Pacino as Michael 
Corleone ) 
"Now who's being naive, Kay?" 


INT. A MEDICAL CONSULTING ROOM - DAY 
Dr. Moorcock and Toozie sit on opposite sides of a table. 


Dr. Moorcock is in her white labcoat, Toozie is dressed 
casually. 


Dr. Moorcock hands a medicine bottle across the table to 
Toozie. 








THE CREATURE, 


Someone ina 
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DR. MOORCOCK 
Take a capfull of this with every 
meal for the next week. 


TOOZIE 
What is it? 


DR. MOORCOCK 
Radioisotopes. With these and a 
scanner we will be able to track you 
on your...journey. Also... 

(hands a little 

printed card to 

Toozie ) 
Memorize these phrases. Learn them 
backwards and forwards. 


TOOZIE 

(reading from card) 
"Now and then, a guardian angel can 
be kind to a coward over a coward. A 
darling bubble bath is friendly. When 
the comely widow dies, the ruffian 
feels nagging remorse." 

(looking up) 
I don't get it. This is nonsense. 


DR. MOORCOCK 
Deliberate nonsense we want you to 
memorize. 


TOOZIE 
Why? 


TENTACLES ALL LIMP 


Level 1 Hazmat suit is sticking a long 


hypodermic needle into the creature and extracting 


something. 


171. 








DR. MOORCOCK (V.O.) 
We anesthetized the creature and took 
a small tissue sample from the 
Gynophage's huge brain. Somewhat to 
our surprise we found human neurons 
integrated into it. 


ELECTROMICROGRAPH OF BRAIN TISSUE 


DR. MOORCOCK (V.O.) 
When we D-N-A tested those neurons, 
we found a lot of human D-N-A that 
appears to have been taken from many 
different women, including some 
belonging to our late colleague, Dr. 
Rosalie Quisp. 


BACK TO SCENE 


DR. MOORCOCK 
This has led to speculation that 
there is continuity of personal 
identity between the Gynophage and 
its human prey. Since the phrase is 
random nonsense, we will know that 
the Gynophage probably didn't look it 
up on the Internet. 


TOOZIE 
I envy your faith in humanity. 
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DR. MOORCOCK 
The Internet iS nonrandom nonesnse, 
Toozie. 


TOOZIE 
Fair enough. 


DR. MOORCOCK 
The point is, if we see it come back 
to us in the information it sends, it 
will be a clue that at least a part 
of you will have survived. 


TOOZIE 
(almost blown away by 
this bizarre 
revelation) 
Wow. 


DR. MOORCOCK 
Now there is also the question you 
had about nudity. 


TOOZIE 
Yes. As in, why is it necessary? 


WAREHOUSE SPACE 


DR. MOORCOCK (V.O.) 
We have done tests. The creature has 
only minimal reaction to clothed 
women. 


A young woman VOLUNTEER wearing a robe faces the Gynophage. 
It's tentacles hover nearby, curious but keeping a bit of 
distance from her. 
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DR. MOORCOCK (V.O.) 
Female nudity appears to function as 
a trigger to its attempts ata 
feeding cycle. 


The Volunteer drops her robe, leaving her nude. 


Several tentacles rush toward the young woman, some grabbing 
her and pulling her toward the Gynophage. She CRIES OUT. 


Two ASSISTANTS in Hazmat suits rush forward with Taser-like 
devices and shock several of the tentacles, which retreat. 


The Assistants pick the Volunteer up by her arms and pull 
her back out of tentacle range. 
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WAREHOUSE SPACE - ANOTHER TIME 


TOOZIE (V.O.) 
And what about male nudity? 


A handsome NAKED YOUNG MAN faces the tentacles, which circle 
him with only mild interest and do not attempt to touch him. 








DR. MOORCOCK (V.O.) 
Doesn't appear to have any effect. 
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BACK TO SCENE 


DR. MOORCOCK 
(taking Toozie's hand 
and patting it) 
We promise to make things as 
dignified as we can. 


There is a KNOCK at the consulting room door. 


DR. MOORCOCK 
Come in! 


Harry enters. Toozie turns around and rises to meet him. 








HARRY 
I'm sorry to interrupt, Dr. Moorcock, 
but this is the first chance I've had 
to meet Ms. Chen. 


Harry bows slightly to Toozie, who returns the bow. 


HARRY 
How do you do, Ms. Chen. I am Hari 
Lal. 

TOOZIE 


How do you do, Dr. Lal. I would just 
like to say... 
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(appears to collect 
thoughts for a 
moment ) 
...-how grateful I am for this 
opportunity. 


HARRY 
You are grateful to us? 


TOOZIE 
Yes. 


HARRY 
Could you explain? 


TOOZIE 
If I do this thing and it works, it 
will be a great story, don't you 
think? 


HARRY 
I don't disagree, but... 


TOOZIE 
A hundred years from now people will 
remember who Toozie Chen was and 
they'11 tell my story. 


HARRY 
Interesting. 


TOOZIE 
Think of all the people who were my 
age a hundred years ago, Dr. Lal. 
Hundreds of millions of them, all of 
them now dead. How many of their 
stories are still told? 


HARRY 
Would you come on a walk with me, Ms. 
Chen? 

TOOZIE 
sure. 


INT. THE CATWALK OVER THE WAREHOUSE SPACE - DAY 


Harry and Toozie look down from the catwalk. 
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HARRY 


I ask you these things because I want 
to be very sure. 


TOOZIE 
I understand. 


HARRY 
You realize that the story you're 
writing might not have the ending you 
are planning on. 


TOOZIE 
Explain. 


HARRY 
We've only had two real...incidents 
with they Gynophage. There's no 
guarantee that it won't come back to 
us after your sacrifice with anything 
related to the Thanatos virus. For 
all we know, it might come back with 
an improved recipe for bean dip. Or 
with nothing at all. 


TOOZIE 
I have two responses for you. 


HARRY 
Sure. 
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TOOZIE 
One is that at one life against 
hundreds of millions or even billions 
the odds would have to be very short 
before the risk is no longer one I am 
willing to take. 


HARRY 
And two? 


TOOZIE 
If we lose on this, then it wasn't 
really a failure as I see it. It's 
just that the story is a tragedy 
rather a heroic epic. But some of of 
the greatest stories people have ever 
told are tragedies. 


Harry looks at Toozie for a moment with an expression that 
seems to alternate between admiration and disbelief. After 
a bit of this, he turns back and faces out over the 
warehouse space. 


HARRY 
All right then. But I would like for 
you to stand here for a moment and 
look down at that thing and think for 
a minute more what you're putting 
yourself in for. 


Toozie looks intently. 
THE CREATURE 
Its tentacles are waving, but all of the "eye" tentacles now 


appear to be oriented in Toozie's direction, looking back at 
her. 
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EXT. THE WAREHOUSE - DAY 


Outside the perimeter security fence, a group of noisy 
demonstrators have gathered. They are carrying signs with 
slogans like PRO-LIFE and STOP THE HUMAN SACRIFICE and 
PEOPLE AREN'T FOOD and SLAY THE MONSTER. 
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THE DEMONSTRATORS 
(chanting ) 
No to death! No to death! 


The chanting and yelling continues. 


Harry's expensive car, driven by a uniformed driver with 
Harry in the back seat, approaches the main gate. 
Protesters attempt to converge on it, held back -- not 
entirely effectively -- by police. 


INSIDE HARRY'S CAR 


The crowd pushes the police back toward the car. Some 
manage to push through the line and beat on the windows, 
yell, give Harry the finger, etc. Harry flinches as they do 
so. 





BACK TO SCENE 


The driver manages to accelerate the car past the 
demonstrators into the warehouse parking lot. 


The demonstrators yell and shake their fists as the car 
speeds away. The police manage to close the entrance and 
keep any demonstrators from entering the lot. 
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INT. WAREHOUSE CONFERENCE ROOM - DAY 


Harry, Joe, Arthur and Toozie sit around the conference 
table. The three men are in business attire, Toozie is 
dressed informally. 


There is a stack of newspapers next to Harry. He is reading 
one of them -- a tabloid called the GLOBAL STAR -- which has 
a giant headline DRUG CO. TO SACRIFICE COED TO HIDEOUS 
MONSTER, 
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Harry throws down the newspaper in disgust. 


HARRY 
What happened here? 


ARTHUR 
The government can leak like a sieve 
sometimes, Harry. 


HARRY 
Arthur, we're facing reputational and 
financial ruin here if we don't do 
something fast. 


TOOZIE 
If I might interject something... 


Awkward silence, then Harry gestures with his hand 
indicating Toozie should proceed. 
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TOOZIE 
What if I made myself available for 
an interview. Show the American 
people I'm not mad, drugged, or under 
duress. 


JOE 
I'm not sure that... 


TOOZIE 
And also tell them the right story. 


ARTHUR 
The right story? 


TOOZIE 
People will buy into all sorts of 
things if you tell them the right 
story. 


HARRY 
And you think you can do this? 


TOOZIE 
How many other options do we have? 


Another moment of silence. Then Harry raises his eyebrow. 
HARRY 


I guess I can try calling public 
relations and set it up. 


ARTHUR 
I'll put together an appropriate N-D- 
A waiver. 

JOE 


I'll start drinking extra early. 


INT. TELEVISION NEWS PROGRAM - NIGHT 


Generic television anchor WANDA WILSON sits behind an anchor 
desk in a standard cable TV news set-up. The logo for UNN 
NEWS appears in the corner of the screen. 


Across the bottom of the screen a news crawl: THANATOS 
VIRUS "MOST DEADLY AND INFECTIOUS EVER" -- EXPERTS DOUBT 
CONTAINMENT CAN HOLD -- POSSIBLE WORST PANDEMIC SINCE BLACK 
DEATH -- YOUNG PEOPLE AND CHILDREN ESPECIALLY VULNERABLE, 
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WANDA 
And in tonight's top story a huge 
controversy has broken out over a 
plan by a pharmaceutical company to 
allow a young woman to sacrifice her 
life in hopes of defeating the 
Thanatos virus. Tonight in a U-N-N 
News exclusive we have that young 
lady with us this evening. 





The screen wipes to a split between Wanda and Toozie. 


Toozie is neatly made up, wearing a sweater and skirt with a 
strand of pearls. 


WANDA 
Lucy Chen, welcome to U-N-N News. 


TOOZIE 
Thanks, Wanda, I'm glad to be here. 


WANDA 
Ms. Chen, there has been a great 
uproar about what you propose to do. 


TOOZIE 

(holding up her hands 

for people to see) 
Well, as you can see, Wanda, I'm not 
wearing any shackles and there is no 
gun pointed at my head. What I'm 
proposing to do I'm doing of my own 
free will. 
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WANDA 
Many people claim that what you are 
doing is immoral, even if you are 
doing it of your own free will. 


TOOZIE 
I understand their concerns, but I 
also have an understanding of what is 
at stake here. If we don't finda 
vaccine or a cure for the Thanatos 
virus, hundreds of millions of people 
may die. 


WANDA 
But don't you have your whole life in 
front of you? 


TOOZIE 
Putting to one side the fact that I 
could die of this virus, don't the 
hundreds of millions of children and 
young people who might die from it 
also have their lives in front of 
them? I'm just one person. 


WANDA 
Many, especially people with 
religious values, have argued that 
you have no right to commit suicide. 


TOOZIE 
I won't debate the ethics of suicide. 
I'd rather sidestep them. People who 
are suicidal want to die. I don't 
wan't to die. What I want to do is 
save lives. There's a long tradition 
of that, one that has roots in 
religious values. In the Gospel of 
John, Chapter 15, verse 13, Jesus 
tells his disciples "Greater love 
hath no man than this, that a man lay 
down his life for his friends." 
Isn't the fundamental command of all 
religions that we are to love one 


another? 

WANDA 
That is an interesting point, Ms. 
Chen. 

TOOZIE 


Here is another way to think of 
matters. 
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We celebrate young men who go off to 
war as heroes, even though we know 
that they are taking a risk of being 
killed in battle. Sometimes they 
take more than a risk -- consider a 
marine who leaps on a live grenade, 
shielding his fellow marines with his 
body even though he knows that it 
means the end of him. We don't 
condemn him as an enemy of decency. 
We give him a posthumous medal of 
honor. 


INT. WAREHOUSE CONFERENCE ROOM - NIGHT 


Harry, Arthur, Joe, Dr. Moorcock, and a bunch of other Oikos 
Galenou employees are standing or seated at the conference 
table, watching Toozie's interview performance on a large- 
screen TV at one end of the room, which continues 
unintelligibly in the background. 

















ARTHUR 
She's good at this...she's really 
good. 


Harry nods in agreement. 
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INT. SLEEPLESS JOE'S COFFEE SHOP - DAY 


The coffee shop is bustling with people getting their 
morning coffee. Overhead, a large-screen television shows 
another cable news program with a crawl. MYRA JONES, another 
anchor, is presenting the news. 

















MYRA 


(on TV) 
And in this morning's continuing top 
story, the appearance of Lucy Chen on 
a globally-broadcast interview on 
this network appears to have had a 
Significant effect public opinion. 


ON TELEVISION 


Poll graphic appears next to Myra on the screen showing 
FAVOR 67% OPPOSE 27% DON'T KNOW 6% 


MYRA 
A U-N-N/New York Herald Poll taken 
overnight shows an apparent large 
majority of Americans are in favor or 
an act which critics are calling a 
"human sacrifice" and even "corporate 
murder." Interviews done by our U-N- 
N reporters on the street this 
morning seem to back up the polling 
data... 
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TELEVISION INTERVIEW SHOT 1 


An URBANITE YOUNG WOMAN being interviewed on camera. 




















URBANITE YOUNG WOMAN 
This is like, a free country, and you 
should be able to do with your body 
what you want, so if this woman wants 
to do this thing and its her choice 
then, like, I can totally respect and 
support that. 


TELEVISION INTERVIEW SHOT 2 


A white MIDDLE-AGED WOMAN being interviewed. 


MIDDLE-AGED WOMAN 
What you have to understand is, these 
Chinese people, they're not like us, 
they don't understand the individual 
the way we Westerners do, so in her 
culture it's all about the 
collective. They're sort of more 
like ants, where one will sacrifice 
itself to save the colony. 
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TELEVISION INTERVIEW SHOT 3 


An OLDER WHITE MAN being interviewed. 


OLDER WHITE MAN 


Better her than me. 
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TELEVISION INTERVIEW SHOT 4 


An older BLACK WOMAN. 





BLACK WOMAN 


The thing that amazes me is that 
they're not making a Black person do 
a oer 


BACK TO SCENE 


Charlie, the manager, is taking a break from his busy work 
and looking up at the screen, shaking his head. 
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CHARLIE 
What times we live in. 


INT. HARRY'S NEW OFFICE - DAY 


Harry, Arthur, and Joe again. Harry behind his desk, Arthur 
and Joe facing him. Harry is on the phone. 


HARRY 
(into phone) 
Yes. Yes. Thank you, Madam 
President. 


Harry hangs up, addresses the men in his office. 
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HARRY 
They're backing us. 


JOE 
They saw the polls, and now they're 
backing us. 


ARTHUR 
Why do you have to be such a cynic, 
Joe? 


INT. THE WAREHOUSE CONFERENCE ROOM - DAY 


Toozie, now comfortably dressed, sits with her college 
friends Miranda, Sherman, and, perhaps surprisingly, Chad. 
The three friends all wear lanyards with security badges; 
Toozie does not. Chad is a bit more formally dressed. 
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TOOZIE 
I'm glad you all came to see me off, 


guys. 


MIRANDA 
I couldn't think of being anywhere 
else. 

SHERMAN 
No, me neither. 

CHAD 
You can always...not do this, you 
know. 

TOOZIE 


They've made it entirely clear to me 
that I can back out. 


CHAD 
And? 


TOOZIE 
I just don't think I will. 


MIRANDA 
I know why you think you have to do 
this, Toozie, and I'm sure we're all 
behind you but.. 
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(takes in breath 
sharply, as if 
suppressing a sob) 
...we're going to miss you so much. 


Toozie reaches out and comforts Miranda. 


TOOZIE 
Oh, Miranda. It's important. You 
make me feel like I have to play 
Socrates here. 
(releases Miranda) 
Remember when we read the Phaedo all 
together as first-years? 


CHAD 
You and I argued about that for three 
hours. 

SHERMAN 


Yes. I'm still not sure who won. 


CHAD 
Toozie seems at least seems as 
imperturbable in the face of... 
extinction as Socrates was. 


SHERMAN 
Socrates didn't see his cup of 
hemlock as extinction, necessarily. 


TOOZIE 
Nor do I, necessarily. Socrates at 
one point suggests that his death was 
possibly a sort of pilgrimage, and 
perhaps that what I'm about to go on 
as well. 


MIRANDA 
(snifflig) 
And if extinction? 


TOOZIE 
To paraphrase Epicurus, where death 
is, I am not, so there is no harm. 
But as you all know I've long 
suspected that I not only will not 
be, but that I am not and I never 
have been. 


SHERMAN 
You still think that you're just a 
fiction? 
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CHAD 
That's the one thing I could never 
really accept. 


TOOZIE 
I'll grant the body you are looking 
at exists. But can you find Toozie? 
Look at Toozie under the most 
powerful of magnifiers, and you won't 
find Toozie. You'll only find so 
many cells and organelles and 
molecules. Hook the most powerful 
machines Toozie's brain and you won't 
find Toozie. You won't find her 
memories, or her desires. You'll 
just find so many neurons. Take 
Toozie apart atom by atom, and you 
will only have a pile of atoms. 
Twenty or so dollars worth of stock 
chemicals. If there's a Toozie, it's 
because she's a character in the 
story of the world you carry around 
in your heads. 


MIRANDA 
And now the story is ending. 


TOOZIE 
Every story ends. All we can hope 
for is a good ending. Or at least an 
interesting one. 


A CHIME goes off in the room. 


TOOZIE 
It's almost time. 


The four friends stand up. Toozie embraces Miranda first, 
who now visibly has tears running down her cheeks. 
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MIRANDA 


I will always love and never forget 
you, Toozie. 


Toozie then embraces Sherman. 


SHERMAN 
May your story end well. 


Toozie then approaches Chad, pausing before she embraces him 


CHAD 
I wanted to say something which I 
hope you won't take the wrong way. A 
lot of people do, and it's not their 
fault because I have to say to my 
shame what I have to say is often 
used the wrong way. 


TOOZIE 
What's that, Chad? 


CHAD 
I'll pray for you. 


TOOZIE 
I don't take that the wrong way. 


Chad and Toozie embrace. 
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INT. A PREP ROOM - DAY 


A small, sterile white and white-lit room with a small 
shower and a large hot-air drier in one corner. There is a 
steel cart with a plastic box on it and a simple chair. 
There is a steel sliding door in one wall of the room. 


Toozie sits on the chair and removes her shoes and puts them 
in the box. Then she deliberately removes one item of 
clothing after another, carefully folds them, and puts them 
in the box until she is completely nude. 


eb ao oe ee ae 7 eases 


[| 
































There is a small gold pendant around Toozie's neck. This 
too she removes and places in the box. Then Toozie closes 
the box and seals the lid. 


Toozie steps over to the shower, turns one the water, 
holding one hand in it until it is warm and then steps in 
and showers off thoroughly. At moments she seems to linger, 
enjoying the feel of warm water on her skin. 
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Toozie turns the large blow-dryer on and dries herself off. 


As with the shower, there are lingering moments of enjoying 
the warmth. 
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Toozie steps up to the steel sliding door. She leans over 
to a small panel next to the door and speaks into it. 
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TOOZIE 
I'm ready. 


The steel door slides open. 


INT. CORRIDOR LEADING TO THE CREATURE - CONTINUOUS 


Toozie walks slowly down the what appears to be a corridor 
of white plastic sheeting. 


Eventually Toozie reaches the end of the corridor, a plastic 
sheet with a large zipper running from top to bottom. 

Toozie stops, takes a deep breath, lets it out slowly, then 
reaches for and undoes the zipper. 


Toozie steps through the opening in the sheet. 


INT. MAIN WAREHOUSE SPACE - CONTINUOUS 


Toozie steps into the main warehouse space. The Gynophage's 
eye tentacles immediately orient toward her. 


A "mouth" tentacle approaches Toozie, gently, tentatively. 
Toozie holds out her hand. The "mouth" tentacle closes on 
her fingertips, as if kissing or sucking them 


Two "grabber" tentacles fasten onto each of Toozie's upper 
arms, then begin tugging on her to pull her inward. They do 
this gently, however. 
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After Toozie has been pulled forward a few feet, she sinks 
to her knees, possibly with a little encouragement from the 
"grabber" tentacles. 


A "phallus" tentacle and an "eye" tentacle hover above 
Toozie's head. The "eye" tentacle stands still, the 
"phallus" tentacle coils and writhes as if restless. 


Toozie looks up at the tentacles above her head. 
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TOOZIE 
So it begins. 


Toozie tilts her head back and opens her mouth. The 
"phallus" tentacle descends -- still slowly -- to between 
her lips. Toozie wraps her lips around it and begins 
sucking on it. 
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A "mouth" tentacle comes forward and latches onto one of 
Toozie's nipples, sucking on it. Toozie makes a MOAN, 
muffled by the tentacle which is in her mouth. 


The tentacle in Toozie's mouth works its way deeper in. 


INT. MAIN WAREHOUSE SPACE - LATER 


Toozie is on the floor next to the Gynophage wiggling about 
in a mass of tentacles, GASPING and COOING and MOANING. 
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INT. MAIN WAREHOUSE SPACE - STILL LATER 


Toozie is recumbent on the floor, her eyes closed, 
apparently with exhaustion. She is shiny, covered in sweat 
and also in fluids apparently expressed by the Gynophage. 
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The Gynophage lifts Toozie up, grasping her by her four 
limbs using "grabber" tentacles and "phallus" tentacles 
which curl themselves around the limbs. 
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It hoists Toozie up in a "pieta"-like position until she is 
above the feeding siphon. 

















When Toozie is above the siphon the Gynophage uses its 
tentacles to straighten her out so that she is now straight 
head-up, with her toes grazing the inner siphon edge. 




















The siphon closes around Toozie's feet and begins sucking 
her down. As her body descends, the tentacles holding her 
peel away. 
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Toozie's eyes pop open as the siphon closes around her feet. 
She MOANS as the Gynophage swallows her. 
CLOSE-UP ON TOOZIE'S FACE 


Toozie's head is tilted back and she is almost about to 
disappear entirely into the Gynophage. She closes her eyes. 








TOOZIE 
(whispered) 
Yes...yes. 


There is a SWALLOWING NOISE as Toozie disappears into the 
Gynophage. 
INT. CONTROL ROOM - DAY 


A TECHNICIAN sits at an elaborate electronic control board. 
Arranged behind him are Harry, Joe, and Dr. Moorcock. 


HARRY 
Can we get the scanner online? 


TECHNICIAN 
I'm trying, Dr. Lal. 


The technician spends some time punching buttons and 
fiddling with knobs. 


TECHNICIAN 
Now look. 


204. 


ON THE VIEWSCREEN 


Toozie's body inside the Gynophage is a dynamic silhouette 
of oranges and blues surrounded by grays and browns of the 
Gynophage. The body appears to churn and writhe inside the 
Gynophage. 





JOE (0.S.) 
Well, this is certainly something I 
don't want to see. 


DR. MOORCOCK (0.S.) 
Look! 


A greenish pseudopod projection descends from above Toozie 
and envelops the top of her head. It then pulls away, 
apparently removing the top of Toozie's skull with it. 
Toozie's brain, a patch of bright red, is exposed. 


Toozie's body writhes and thrashes harder while this 
operation goes on, but the pseudopods hold her head 
completely still. 


HARRY (O.S.) 
Oh no...I don't. 


DR. MOORCOCK (0.S.) 
I think it's about to extract the 
brain... 


More pseudopods reach down around Toozie's brain and slowly 
pull it out of her head, up into the body of the Gynophage. 
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DR. MOORCOCK (0.S.) 


Amazing. 


JOE (0O.S.) 
I suppose that's one word for it. 


Toozie's body goes still once her brain is completely pulled 
out. 
INT. CONTROL ROOM - LATER 


Ernie is at the controls. Harry and Joe and a number of 
other Oikos Galenou employees are in the room. 














HARRY 
Anything so far, Ernie? 


ERNIE 
Something came in, Dr. Lal, but it 
was only a three-hundred thousand 
word dissertation about the influence 
of Hindu mythology on H.P. Lovecraft. 


JOE 
Uh, we're fucked... 


ERNIE 
Not necessarily, Dr. Tucker. The 
transmission ended with the words 
MORE TO FOLLOW. 


HARRY 
Well, let's hope it follows. 


FADE TO: 


INT. CONTROL ROOM - LATER 


The crowd in the room is thinner. There are empty and half- 
drunk coffee cups strewn around. Joe and Harry look tired. 
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HARRY 
Anything, Ernie? 


ERNIE 
Still silent, Dr. Lal. 


Joe takes out a metal flask from the hip pocket of his 
jacket and takes a swig, then offers the flask to Harry, who 
waves it off. 


FADE TO: 


INT. CONTROL ROOM - LATER 


There are only a few people left in the room. There are 
empty and half-full containers of takeout food strewn around 
in addition to the coffee cups. Harry, Joe, and Ernie 
haven't slept in over 30 hours and look like it. 
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HARRY 
I guess we... 


ERNIE 
Wait a minute... 
(looks at controls) 
Something is coming in. It's a file 
archive, and it's a big one. 


Everyone still in the room sits up at rapt attention for a 
several silent seconds. 


ERNIE 
There's a summary file attached. 
I'll put it through to your your 
phone, Dr. Lal. 


Ernie stabs a few buttons. Dr. Lal pulls his phone out of 
his coat pocket and begins scrolling through several 
screens. 


209. 








HARRY 


Good lord, we may... 
(scrolls through more 
screens ) 
...we may... 
(more scrolling) 
...we may have it. 
(begins to build 
toward almost 
maniacal laughter) 
We may have it! 
(reestablishes self- 
control) 
Subject of course to thorough and 
careful scientific testing and 
control. 


INT. THE CONFERENCE ROOM - DAY 


A bunch of Oikos Galenou employees are all celebrating 
together with Harry, Joe, Ernie, Dr. Moorcock, etc. Harry 
and Joe have not changed their clothes and look quite 
dishevelled but are understandably happy. 


Someone is blasting jock-jam style music and people are 
dancing including on the table. Champagne corks are being 


popped. 
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There is suddenly a RING. Ernie pulls out a cellphone. 


ERNIE 

(into phone, loudly 

to be heard over the 

music) 
Yes? 

(listens ) 
I'll tell him. 

(turning to Harry) 
There's another transmission coming 
in from the Gyonphage! 


HARRY 
(loudly ) 
Kill that music! 


Someone kills the music. 


HARRY 
(more 
conversationally, to 
Ernie) 
Patch it through. 


INTERCUT - CONFERENCE ROOM VIDEO SCREE/CONFERENCE ROOM 
An animated rendering of Toozie appears on the video screen. 


The people in the conference room look up at her in wonder 
and awe. 
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ANIMATED TOOZIE 
"Now and then, a guardian angel can 
be kind to a coward over a coward. A 
darling bubble bath is friendly. When 
the comely widow dies, the ruffian 
feels nagging remorse." 


Dr. Moorcock GASPS and her jaw drops. 


ANIMATED TOOZIE 

I just wanted to say to Dr. Lal and 
all the rest of you, "thank you" for 
helping me to achieve such an 
excellent end to my story. I hope 
you all enjoy your success. I won't 
be around much longer. Toozie is 
going away, or rather, she is 
becoming part of something much 
larger than herself, something I 
believe humanity will someday 
understand. You will hear from 

(figure makes finger- 

quotation marks 

while saying "me" ) 
"me" one more time, but that is all, 


The screen goes black, but its audience continues to gaze in 
wonder. 
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INT. AUTOPSY ROOM - DAY 


Harry and the pathologist MORRIE BRONFMAN look down at 
Toozie's skeleton, which is neatly laid out on a steel 
autopsy table. A metal tray set on the table contains some 
black hair. Harry is in a bespoke suit, Morrie in autopsy 
scrubs. 





MORRIE 
The recovery team did a good job. 
They got almost all the bones, which 
are intact and clean, and also 
salvaged most of her hair. All the 
soft tissue dissolved, apparently 
digested. The creature, whatever you 
call it, neatly removed the top of 
the skull. 


The two men look at the skeleton in silence for a moment. 


HARRY 

It's strange, you know, Morrie. 
MORRIE 

How so? 
HARRY 


I used to believe in progress and 
enlightenment. 
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I spent my entire youth learning 
science, believing that the methods 
of disciplined empirical inquiry 
would develop the drugs that would 
save humanity from needless death and 
suffering. And now what am I? 


MORRIE 
I don't know. What are you? 


HARRY 
I'm something like a high priest 
offering up human sacrifices to a 
bizarre and fickle god in hopes of 
being granted divine favors. 
Whatever that is, it doesn't feel 
like progress. 


MORRIE 
Well, if it works... 


There is a KNOCK on the autopsy room door. 


MORRIE 
(raising his voice to 
be heard) 
Come in! 


Ernie enters, holding a folder. 


ERNIE 

Excuse me, Dr. Lal, but they told me 
I could find you down here and... 

(looking at the 

skeleton and 

flinching) 
ugh...I mean... 

(handing the folder 

to Harry, pointedly 

not looking down) 
There was another transmission, which 
appears to have been from Ms. Chen 
OX cos 

(can't help it, looks 

at the skeleton 

again and shudders) 
...or what's left of her anyway. It 
has to do with her preference for the 
disposition of her...remains. 
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Harry looks in the folder. He raises an eyebrow, then hands 
it to Morrie who reads it and 


frowns. 








MORRIE 
Harry, this strikes me as more than a 
bit twisted. 


HARRY 
And yet I feel like we can't not 
honor it. 


MONTAGE - FORENSIC RECONSTRUCTION OF TOOZIE 
- Toozie's skull mounted on stand. A forensic 


anthropologist is taking careful measurements of it with a 
pair of calipers. 
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- The forensic anthropologist drilling a number of tiny 
holes in the front of the skull using a Dremel rotary tool. 


- Toozie's eye sockets have been filled by glass eyes in her 
eye color, held in place by clay. The forensic 
anthropologist is attaching tissue thickness markers to the 
front of the skull. 











- The forensic anthropologist using clay to sculpt a face 
back onto the skull, using tissue thickness markers. 
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A couple of photographs, including the SELFIE taken at the 
film festival, are pinned up on a board to help guide the 
work. 











- Toozie's reconstructed head (minus hair) is perched atop 
the rest of her skeleton, which is being wired together to 
stand in the same position it was when she first reached out 
toward the Gynophage. A photo is posted that is a 
"screenshot" of the moment. 
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- The forensic anthropologist and an assistant sculpting 
"flesh" in the form of clay over Toozie's skeleton to make 
up the rest of her body. 














- A wigmaker taking hair from the steel tray seen in the 
autopsy room and knitting it into a wig that resembles the 
living Toozie's hair. 











- The forensic anthropologist fitting the wig on Toozie's 
head. 
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INT. THE RECONSTRUCTION STUDIO - DAY 


Harry and Joe are looking at the fully reconstructed Toozie, 
a nude auto-icon of herself standing in the position where 
she first met the Gynophage. 











HARRY 
A remarkable likeness, and yet 
somehow macabre. 


JOE 
Maybe it's the next big thing. What 
now? 

HARRY 


The final instructions simply told us 
to "lean in" to what we have done 
here. 


DISSOLVE TO: 


INT. AN EXHIBITION HALL IN A MUSEUM - DAY 


It is the same scene and the same school group as seen in 
the first scenes. The Schoolteacher is lecturing the group. 
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SCHOOLTEACHER 
Here we have the auto-icons of many 


of the heroines who have chosen to be 
sacrificed for the common good. 


SONDRA 


This is a view of a freckled, red-headed woman in a peasant 


blouse and a bandanna. 
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The Schoolteacher calls on 


SCHOOLTEACHER (0.S.) 


Here for example we have Sondra 
for whose sacrifice we were 


given the means to grow meat in 


vitro. 


Can any of you tell me what 


Undulle, 
that means? 





Some students raise their hands. 


BACK TO SCENE 
ELMER. 
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SCHOOLTEACHER 
Yes, Elmer? 


ELMER 
Meat used to come from animals, and 
we had to kill them and cut them 
apart. 


SCHOOLTEACHER 
That's right, Elmer. And it was 
horrible. Animals used to be kept 
packed together suffering terribly 
until they were killed by exploited 
workers who were also treated 
terribly. But now all our meat is 
grown like plants, which is humane. 


The group walks along a bit to another auto-icon. 
JACLYN 
An auto-icon soulful-eyed young Latina woman in a labcoat, 


holding up a beaker of something and apparently inspecting 
a 4 
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SCHOOLTEACHER (0.S.) 
This is Jaclyn Obrador. Her 
sacrifice was rewarded with an 
algorithm than enables us to quickly 
create new antibiotics in response to 
bacterial evolution. 


BACK TO SCENE 


SCHOOLTEACHER 
When I was little, it looked like 
bacteria would out-evolve 
antibiotics, which are the drugs you 
take to stop infections. For a while 
people were afraid that we would go 
back to the pre-antibiotic era, when 
any injury, even a little cut, could 
get infected and result in death. 
But Jaclyn Obrador saved us from 
that. 


The group moves on to a third auto-icon. 
SHOT - MARTHA 


The auto-icon of Martha is a zaftig, cheerful brunette 
wearing workman's overalls and holding a wrench. 
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BACK TO SCENE 


SCHOOLTEACHER 
This is Martha Assion. Her sacrifice 
was rewarded with the solar 
generation and battery technology 
that provides almost all our energy. 


CHARLES 
Does this have to do with global 
warming? 

SCHOOLTEACHER 


The very problem you read about in 
your history books, yes. Humanity's 
burning of fossil fuels nearly 
destroyed the planet and might have, 
had not the right kind of solar 
technology arrived in time. 


They walk along. 
SCHOOLTEACHER 
And now children, we are going to see 


the most special auto-icon of all. 


The group walks through an archway to a tableau in a domed 
room. 
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The auto-icon of Toozie stands, reaching out toward a 
tentacle of the Gynophage, a full-size model of which has 
been recreated. 














Some of the boys in the group SNICKER when they see this. 
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SCHOOLTEACHER 
This is Lucy Chen, known to her 
friends in life as "Toozie." She was 


the first regular sacrifice, and she 
had to overcome many obstacles to 
become it. Without her sacrifice, a 
terrible plague caused by the 
Thanatos virus might have destroyed 
all of humanity before any of you 
were born. 


A RANDOM BOY (0.C.) 
Why is she naked? 


More and louder SNICKERS. 
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SCHOOLTEACHER 
Because that is how she was 
sacrificed. The makers of her auto- 
icon might have put clothes on her, 
but chose instead to present her 
nude. There is some evidence that 
she wanted it that way. But more 
importantly, they wanted to emphasize 
how determined, and how brave, Lucy 
Chen was to face this awful thing you 
see here, wearing nothing at all. 


TOOZIE 


Close-up on Toozie's auto-icon. 
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JUDITH 


icon 


The look lingers 


s auto 


Judith is a little Asian girl looking at Toozie' 


with an expression of awe and admiration. 


for several seconds. 











FADE OUT. 
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